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PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION 

WE  are  presenting  to  the  public  the  Life  and 
Letters  of  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross  in  whom 
genuine  apostolic  activity  was  most  har¬ 
moniously  combined  with  a  deep  mystical  inner  life. 
We  may  here  follow  the  ascent  of  a  soul  in  conflict 
and  in  pain  to  the  heights  of  heroic  virtue  and 
sanctity  through  the  most  faithful  accomplishment  of 
the  most  ordinary  duties. 

The  Mystical  Letters  forming  the  second  part  of 
the  book  give  us  an  insight  into  the  infinite  condes¬ 
cension  of  our  Lord,  who  bestows  extraordinary  graces 
on  a  generous  soul,  not  in  the  retirement  of  a  con¬ 
templative  Order,  but  in  an  active  Congregation,  as 
Superior  of  a  busy  hospital  and  as  the  restorer  of 
religious  discipline  to  a  community  of  Religious 
living  under  a  different  Rule.  This  last  fact  was  the 
reason  why  the  story  of  her  life  has  not  been  made 
public  sooner.  Some  of  her  letters  were  privately 
printed  as  early  as  i860  for  the  benefit  of  the  Sisters 
of  her  own  Congregation. 

These  precious  letters  afford  important  evidence  for 
a  psychological  appreciation  of  the  higher  graces  of 
prayer  and  also  for  the  distinction  between  them  and 
pseudo-mystical  phenomena.  Explanatory  notes  have 
been  added  to  these  letters,  those  marked  with  an 
asterisk  being  based  on  information  given  by  persons 
who  have  themselves  experienced  extraordinary  graces 
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CHAPTER  I 


EARLY  YEARS 


(1820 — 1844) 


THE  first  quarter  of  the  nineteenth  century  was 
a  time  of  much  distress  for  the  Catholics  of 
the  Rhineland.  After  the  fall  of  Napoleon  it 
had  been  annexed  to  the  Kingdom  of  Prussia,  and  all 
posts  of  importance  were  filled  with  Prussians  who 
were  not  only  zealous  Protestants,  but  who  also  were, 
for  the  most  part,  actively  hostile  to  the  Catholic 
Church.  The  Church  was  hampered  in  every  possible 
way,  and  anti-Catholic  legislation  weighed  heavily  on 
the  people. 

Naturally  enough,  the  Prussian  officials  had  found 
wives  in  the  districts  in  which  they  were  stationed, 
and,  in  consequence,  mixed  marriages  were  frequent. 
As  a  result  of  this,  a  law  was  passed  requiring  all  the 
children  of  such  marriages  to  be  brought  up  in  the 
religion  of  their  father,  by  which  arrangement  they 
would  be  lost  to  the  Church. 

One  of  these  marriages  had  taken  place  between 
Friedrich  Schneider,  a  Prussian  inspector  of  taxes, 
and  Elisabeth  Munchs,  a  young  Catholic  girl,  and  of 
this  marriage  on  September  6,  1820,  Julie  Schneider 
was  born  at  Haaren,  near  Heinsberg.  She  was  the 
fourth  child  of  a  family  of  eight. 

We  know  comparatively  little  of  her  parents.  Her 
father  was  a  hard-working  man  with  a  strong  sense 
of  duty,  and  her  mother,  the  daughter  of  a  Diisseldorf 
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wine  merchant,  must  have  been  endowed  with  rare 
firmness  of  character,  for,  in  spite  of  the  law  and  of 
her  husband’s  official  position,  she  succeeded  in  bring¬ 
ing  up  every  one  of  her  children  as  a  Catholic. 

Julie  seems  to  have  been  a  most  lovable  and  docile 
child,  merry  and  fond  of  little  roguish  pranks  and 
enjoying  nothing  more  than  to  prepare  some  pleasant 
surprise  for  her  parents  or  for  her  brothers  and  sisters, 
whom  she  most  devotedly  loved.  Although  she  was 
not  the  eldest  of  the  girls,  it  was  to  her  that  her 
mother  entrusted  the  care  of  the  younger  children ; 
a  glance  from  Julie,  we  are  told,  was  more  effective 
than  a  good  scolding  from  one  of  the  others.  Her 
quiet  firmness  of  character,  inherited  perhaps  from 
her  mother,  was  noticeable  even  at  this  early  age. 

As  Herr  Schneider’s  official  duties  led  him  first  to 
one  district  and  then  to  another,  his  family  moved 
with  him,  and  for  many  years  they  were  not  able  to 
settle  down  anywhere  for  any  length  of  time.  They 
were  on  the  Dutch  frontier  when  Julie  was  born,  next 
we  find  them  on  the  borders  of  France  at  Ottweiler 
and  Saarbriicken,  then  northwards  again  at  Emmerich, 
and  finally  at  Cologne. 

All  these  changes  must  have  interfered  considerably 
with  the  education  of  the  children,  a  matter  of  great 
importance  in  the  eyes  of  their  parents.  While  they 
were  still  very  small,  of  necessity  they  had  to  attend 
the  village  school,  which  happened  to  be  Protestant; 
but  their  mother  could  not  rest  until  she  was  able  to 
remove  them  to  a  Catholic  school  at  some  distance 
from  home. 

In  the  course  of  time,  Julie  was  sent  to  a  boarding- 
school  kept  by  a  French  lady  at  Fremersdorf.  What 
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happened  here  we  do  not  know,  but  for  the  first  time 
in  her  life  this  gentle  child  took  the  law  into  her  own 
hands.  One  very  stormy  night  she  ran  away  from 
school  and  returned  home,  hiding  in  a  barn  for  fear 
of  punishment.  It  was  only  after  a  long  and  painful 
search  had  been  made  for  her  that  she  emerged  from 
her  hiding-place.  We  have  no  record  of  the  explana¬ 
tion  she  gave  of  this  escapade;  certain  it  is  that  her 
parents  did  not  insist  on  her  return  but  kept  her 
with  them  to  finish  her  education  at  home.  They 
intended  her  to  become  a  teacher,  so  she  continued 
her  studies  for  some  years  and  devoted  considerable 
time  to  music,  becoming  proficient  as  a  pianist. 
When  the  family  moved  to  Cologne  she  was  able  to 
obtain  more  help  in  fitting  herself  for  what  was 
intended  to  be  her  life’s  work. 

Her  time  was  by  no  means  entirely  devoted  to 
study.  She  was  her  mother’s  right-hand,  and  helped 
her  with  the  housekeeping ;  she  looked  after  her 
smaller  brothers  and  sisters,  settling  their  quarrels 
and  comforting  them  in  their  childish  griefs.  She 
loved  the  poor  and  gladly  did  what  lay  in  her  power 
to  relieve  their  distress.  She  had  a  great  love  of  the 
country  and  of  the  open  air,  and  enjoyed  to  the  full 
the  family  picnics  and  excursions.  There  was  nothing 
unnatural  or  affected  about  Julie  :  she  thoroughly  en¬ 
joyed  the  simple  pleasures  of  her  life,  such  as  family 
gatherings  and  occasional  concerts  and  dances.  She 
dressed  well  and  tastefully,  and  was  quite  aware  of 
the  admiration  she  aroused,  but  she  took  it  all  quite 
simply ;  her  nature  was  too  large  for  vanity.  There 
was  a  quiet  and  maidenly  dignity  in  her  bearing  that 
impressed  all  who  came  in  contact  with  her,  and  at 
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the  same  time  her  manners  were  so  friendly  and 
attractive  that  all  were  drawn  to  her.  But  all  offers  of 
marriage — and  there  were  many,  even  from  Pro¬ 
testants  of  high  station — were  gently  but  firmly  re¬ 
fused,  nor  does  it  appear  as  if  pressure  were  brought 
on  her  by  either  father  or  mother  to  induce  her  to 
accept  any  of  them. 

Had  she  already  given  her  heart  irrevocably  to  him 
whom  in  later  years  she  loved  to  call  her  Divine 
Bridegroom  ?  Of  this  we  have  no  record.  Living  as 
she  did  in  the  midst  of  her  family,  there  was  little 
or  no  occasion  for  letter-writing,  and  it  is  from  her 
letters  that  we  gain  most  insight  into  her  inner  life 
with  its  yearnings  and  aspirations. 

As  she  grew  into  womanhood  she  witnessed  the 
dawn  of  a  new  era  for  the  Catholic  Church  in  her 
native  country.  With  the  death  of  Frederick  William 
III,  the  age  of  repression  came  to  an  end,  and  his 
successor,  Frederick  William  IV,  made  every  effort 
to  conciliate  his  Catholic  subjects.  The  reality  of  this 
happy  change  was  brought  very  forcibly  home  to  the 
people  of  Cologne  when  the  King  himself  attended 
in  state  the  solemn  High  Mass  in  the  Cathedral  and 
laid  the  foundation  stone  of  the  new  buildings  that 
were  to  complete  this  glory  of  their  city.  This  took 
place  while  Julie  was  still  at  home,  and  she  must 
have  been  a  sympathetic  witness  of  the  joy  and 
enthusiasm  of  the  people  on  that  memorable  occasion. 

Other  events  more  intimately  connected  with  her 
home  life  were  making  a  deep  impression  on  her,  and 
perhaps  were  preparing  the  way  for  the  graces  that  God 
had  in  store  for  her.  One  of  her  girl  friends  left  the 
world  and  entered  the  Ursuline  Convent  in  Cologne 
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and  two  others  died  suddenly  one  after  the  other. 
These  incidents  must  have  carried  her  thoughts  far 
beyond  the  circle  of  her  happy  family  life.  Dear  as 
this  life  was  to  her,  it  could  no  longer  suffice  her. 
What  was  it  that  God  was  asking  of  her?  Where 
would  he  lead  her?  The  time  was  now  approaching 
when  these  questions  would  be  answered  clearly  and 
unmistakably. 


CHAPTER  II 


VOCATION 

(1844—1845) 


MEANWHILE  the  younger  children  were 
growing  up  and  no  longer  needed  their 
sister’s  watchful  and  loving  care.  Julie  had 
now  reached  the  age  of  twenty-four,  and  the  time  had 
come  for  her  to  leave  the  shelter  of  her  home  and 
begin  the  work  for  which  she  had  been  so  long  pre¬ 
paring. 

The  Baron  and  Baroness  de  Favereau  de  Fraipont 
of  Li£ge  were  looking  out  for  a  governess  for  their 
little  daughter  Albertine,  and  their  choice  fell  upon 
Julie  Schneider.  The  choice  was  a  very  happy  one 
for  them  and  for  Julie.  In  her  new  home  in  Belgium 
she  found  herself,  one  might  almost  say,  adopted  into 
the  family.  Albertine  loved  her  dearly,  and  the  Baron 
and  Baroness  treated  her  as  if  she  were  their  own 
child,  taking  her  with  them  on  their  journeys  and 
showing  her  every  kindness.  They  were  deeply 
religious,  too,  a  great  additional  attraction  in  the  eyes 
of  the  ardent  young  governess,  whose  heart  was 
already  yearning  for  a  closer  union  with  God. 

During  her  stay  at  Liege,  Julie  visited  several  of  the 
numerous  convents  that  are  to  be  found  in  the  famous 
old  city,  and  her  desire  to  consecrate  her  life  to  God 
increased  from  day  to  day.  By  the  time  she  returned 
home  for  the  holidays  her  mind  was  made  up  :  she 
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would  be  a  Religious  in  some  convent  devoted  to 
works  of  mercy. 

Probably  she  had  not  realised  how  great  would  be 
the  opposition  of  her  parents  to  this  step.  We  cannot 
be  surprised  that  her  Protestant  father  objected 
strongly  to  it,  but  her  mother  also,  good  Catholic  as 
she  was,  would  not  for  a  moment  listen  to  the  pro¬ 
posal.  They  could  not  abandon  the  hopes  they  had 
entertained  for  the  future  of  this  sweet-natured,  clever 
child  of  theirs,  so  firm  of  character,  so  powerful  in 
her  influence  over  the  others.  Frau  Schneider’s  health 
was  bad,  and  they  had  planned  that  Julie  and  her 
sisters  should  sooner  or  later  open  a  school  of  their 
own  at  home  and  so  help  to  support  the  family. 
Besides,  neither  father  nor  mother  seems  to  have  had 
any  understanding  of  what  religious  life  involved. 
They  had  apparently  gloomy  notions  of  dark  prison 
cells  and  harsh  and  melancholy  inmates,  and  they 
were  convinced  that  it  was  their  bounden  duty  to  save 
their  best  loved  child  from  so  terrible  a  fate.  In  vain 
did  Julie  try  to  undeceive  them ;  all  her  exertions  were 
successful  only  in  obtaining  one  small  concession. 
Her  father  agreed  in  the  end  to  give  his  consent  to 
her  entering  the  convent  provided  that  she  waited 
from  four  to  six  years  before  doing  so.  Poor  Julie  ! 
She  was  already  twenty-four,  and  this  long  delay 
might  easily  result  in  the  loss  of  her  vocation.  The 
more  active  Congregations,  for  the  most  part,  re¬ 
fused  to  accept  postulants  over  twenty-five  or  twenty- 
six  years  of  age.  Her  father’s  seeming  consent  was, 
after  all,  nothing  more  than  a  refusal  in  disguise.  Her 
own  devoted  attachment  to  her  family  only  added  to 
the  distress  of  mind  of  the  poor  girl  whose  heart  was 
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torn  between  her  love  of  God,  whose  call  she  could 
not  mistake,  and  the  love  and  obedience  that  she 
owed  to  her  parents. 

So  the  holidays  passed  by,  and  at  last,  with  a  heavy 
heart,  she  returned  to  Li£ge  to  the  great  delight  of 
her  pupil,  little  Albertine.  What  were  her  thoughts 
and  feelings  at  this  trying  time  we  know  from  a  letter 
dated  August  8,  1844,  in  which  she  unburdened  her 
troubled  mind  to  one  of  her  aunts,  a  teacher  in 
St  Peter’s  Infant  School  in  Aix-la-Chapelle. 

“  I  arrived  here  safely  yesterday  to  the  joy  of  the 
whole  family.  I  myself  was  the  only  one  who  was 
sad.  In  the  first  place  I  was  very  anxious  about 
Mother,  and  secondly  I  have  to  live  in  a  world  where 
nearly  everything  is  a  torture  to  me.  In  prayer  and 
the  Sacraments  alone  do  I  find  comfort  and  strength. 
I  told  you,  dear  Aunt,  that  I  have  promised  Mother 
not  to  enter  the  convent  without  her  consent  and  that 
of  my  Father.  I  was  quite  determined  to  do  this  even 
if  it  meant  a  great  sacrifice  on  my  part.  But  I  did 
not  think  how  much  it  would  cost  me.  I  am  praying 
that  the  God  of  Mercy  will  give  me  strength  to  obey 
my  parents;  but  the  only  result  is  that  my  desire  to 
give  myself  up  entirely  to  God  becomes  more  and 
more  urgent. 

“  When  I  pray  earnestly  that  God  may  cause  my 
parents  to  change  their  mind,  I  feel  a  little  relief 
and  then  I  am  as  happy  as  if  I  were  no  longer  on  the 
earth.  I  am  not  angry  with  my  dear  Father  and 
Mother,  indeed  I  love  them  more  than  I  ever  did  be¬ 
fore.  I  know  that  in  all  they  are  doing  they  are  think¬ 
ing  only  of  what  will  be  best  for  me.  They  do  not 
realise  how  unhappy  they  are  making  me.  I  hope  that 
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they  will  never  have  even  a  suspicion  of  this,  for  that 
would  only  make  them  more  unhappy  than  they  are 
already. 

“  When  I  said  good-bye  to  my  dear  Father  he  told 
me  that  when  I  am  from  twenty-seven  to  thirty  years 
old,  if  I  am  still  of  the  same  mind,  he  will  not  oppose 
me  any  longer.  I  am  very  grateful  to  my  good  Father 
for  this  kindness,  but  poor  Father  does  not  consider 
that  perhaps  it  will  then  be  too  late.  For  six  whole 
years  to  be  pining  after  a  higher  life  while  living  in 
this  world  which  is  so  little  to  my  taste — I  do  not 
know  if  I  shall  be  able  to  endure  it !  And  why  torture 
me  for  six  years  when  I  could  be  made  happy  at 
once?  Besides,  it  will  then  be  too  late.  In  none  of  the 
convents  devoted  to  works  of  mercy  do  they  take 
postulants  over  twenty-five  years  of  age.  If  I  cannot 
enter  now,  in  six  years’  time  I  shall  go  to  one  of  the 
stricter  Orders,  to  the  Carmelites  or  the  Trappists. 
Yet  God  grant  that  it  does  not  come  to  this  !  I  hope 
and  trust  in  him  and  he  will  help  me.  It  seems  to  me 
as  if  I  heard  a  voice  from  above  saying :  ‘  Have 
courage  and  remain  firm  and  you  shall  have  what  you 
desire.  The  good  God  will  lead  your  parents  to  a 
better  frame  of  mind ;  they  will  give  their  consent  and 
make  you  unspeakably  happy.  He,  for  whom  alone 
you  wish  to  live,  will  not  allow  your  family  to  suffer 
through  your  joy.’ 

“If  I  may  be  entirely  united  to  God,  if  my  prayer 
cames  from  a  pure  heart  and  is  pleasing  to  our  Lord, 
I  will  beg  for  happiness  for  my  parents  and  God  will 
hear  my  prayer.” 

The  summer  months  Julie  spent  with  the  Baron’s 
family  in  the  country,  at  Horne.  There  it  was  her 
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great  joy  to  care  for  the  poor  and  the  sick,  who 
reverenced  her  as  a  very  angel  of  charity.  From 
Horne  she  wrote  on  August  n  to  her  mother,  who 
had  been  ill,  trying  to  persuade  her  to  change  her 
mind  : 

“  Thanks  be  to  God  that  you  are  better  again. 
It  might  not  have  been  necessary  for  yourself,  dear 
Mother,  to  go  on  living ;  but  your  children  need  you 
so  much  and  God  has  heard  their  prayer.  I  should 
have  reproached  myself  for  ever  for  having  been  the 
cause  of  your  illness  because  of  your  anxiety  on  my 
account  and  because  you  grieved  too  much  that  I 
wanted  to  leave  you  in  order  to  enter  the  convent. 
Now  let  us  talk  sensibly  about  it,  dear  Mother.  If  I 
could  make  a  good  match  but  would  have  to  live  far 
away,  so  that  I  should  be  very  seldom  able  to  see  you, 
would  you  refuse  your  consent  and  fret  that  I  wanted 
to  leave  you  for  the  sake  of  a  man  ?  Certainly  not  1 
You  would  be  delighted.  And  now,  beloved  Mother, 
I  have  chosen  my  Bridegroom.  What  Bridegroom? 
A  rich  gentleman,  a  noble  or  even  a  king?  No,  but 
the  King  of  kings,  the  Lord  of  all  men  ;  one  who  is 
at  the  same  time  good  and  gentle  and  almighty ;  one 
who  has  loved  me  so  much  that  he  has  died  for  me, 
and  even  wished  to  suffer  much  for  me  so  that  he 
might  show  me  how  very  much  he  loved  me.  This 
Bridegroom  wants  me,  and  shall  I  not  give  myself  up 
to  him?  This  Bridegroom,  as  you  understand,  is 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord,  our  Redeemer  and  chief  Bene¬ 
factor.  Listen,  dearest  Mother,  and  believe  me  that  I 
did  my  very  best  to  drive  this  thought  out  of  my 
head;  but  no  matter  how  I  try,  it  is  impossible.  You 
can  have  no  idea  how  unhappy  I  was  when  I  tried 
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to  accustom  myself  to  the  thought  of  living  in 
the  world  out  of  love  and  obedience  to  you,  my 
dear  parents.  Why  should  God  always  torment  me 
with  this  thought  if  it  isv  not  his  holy  will?  He 
wished  to  try  me,  and  so  he  allowed  so  many 
obstacles  to  be  placed  in  my  way.  In  order  to  win 
the  victory  we  must  fight  steadfastly  and  courageously 
and  not  be  frightened  by  difficulties.  To  win  the 
eternal  crown,  we  must  do  violence  to  ourselves  and 
persevere  to  the  end.  I,  too,  dear  Mother,  shall  gain 
the  victory  at  no  slight  cost;  but  the  reward  is  so 
beautiful  that  it  richly  compensates  for  everything.  I 
renounce  worldly  and  sensual  things  for  those  of  the 
spirit,  the  creature  for  the  Creator.  I  can  talk  to  you 
in  this  way,  Mother,  for  you  will  understand  me; 
most  people  in  the  world  would  not.  But  do  not  grieve 
about  me  any  longer;  indeed,  you  have  no  cause.  I 
am  only  following  an  inspiration  that  comes  from  God 
himself,  for  no  one  has  ever  spoken  to  me  about  the 
convent.  Nor  was  it  sorrow  that  suggested  the  idea 
to  me ;  I  was  loved  by  those  around  me,  I  could  enjoy 
the  pleasures  of  the  world,  I  was  having,  I  may  say, 
a  ‘  good  time.’  But  instead  of  all  that  I  loved  quiet 
and  retirement  and  found  happiness  and  compensa¬ 
tion  in  prayer,  in  conversing  with  God.  And  just 
then,  when  I  was  praying  to  God  and  asking  him  for 
love,  there  came  to  me  the  thought  of  consecrating 
myself  entirely  to  him,  and  an  angel  whispered  gently 
that  this  would  be  pleasing  to  God.  Since  then  I 
love  everyone,  and  especially  you,  dear  parents,  more 
than  ever  before,  although  this  seems  incredible  to 
you.  Dear  Mother,  do  not  think  that  it  is  too  hard 
that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  come  to  you.  When  I  am 
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in  the  convent  you  may  come  to  me,  and  I  may  write 
to  you ;  so  if  I  cannot  help  my  sisters  in  temporal 
matters,  I  can  give  them  good  advice,  and  perhaps 
have  more  influence  over  them.  Then,  dear  Mother, 

I  can  gain  more  for  you  by  my  prayers  than  I  should 
have  been  able  to  earn  for  you  in  the  world ;  the  good 
God  would  never  allow  you  to  be  in  any  way  the 
loser.  So  let  your  heart  be  softened,  and  do  not  be 
a  hard  mother  but  a  tender  one.  God  will  not  leave 
unrewarded  the  sacrifice  that  you  make  for  him.  Till 
I  have  an  answer  from  you  I  will  pray  without  ceasing 
that  God  may  soften  your  heart  and  guide  your  hand. 
Good-bye,  dear  Mother,  and  give  your  daughter  what 
she  so  earnestly  begs  for.” 

The  expected  answer  never  came. 

In  a  letter  to  her  mother  dated  November  3,  1844, 
she  again  pleads  for  permission  to  enter  the  convent : 

“  My  dearly  loved  Father  does  not  condescend  to 
send  me  the  answer  for  which  I  have  implored  him. 
What  hurts  me  so  much  is  that  I  am  sure  poor  Father 
is  himself  suffering  about  it.  Dear  Mother,  I  am  only 
too  happy  when  I  am  with  the  poor,  the  sick,  and  the 
miserable,  so  that  I  can  bring  relief  to  their  poverty, 
their  sickness,  and  their  misery.  ...  I  do  not  know 
what  else  I  should  tell  you  about :  how  we  left  Horne ; 
about  my  poor  invalids  whom  I  visited  every  day ; 
about  the  poor  little  children  for  whom  Albertine  and 
I  made  clothes  in  the  evenings,  and  who  hugged  us 
for  them  and  prayed  for  us;  about  the  young  girls 
who  came  to  me,  a  simple  girl  myself  and  in  need  of 
advice,  to  ask  my  opinion,  and  who  now  imagine  that 
all  the  advice  I  give  is  good;  or  about  the  rough 
peasant  who  shed  tears  as  we  said  good-bye.” 
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Her  apostolic  zeal  was  extended  to  her  own  family. 
One  of  her  brothers  became  engaged  to  a  girl  of  super¬ 
ficial  character  with  little  love  for  religion.  Naturally 
enough,  this  grieved  Julie,  and  she  begged  her 
brother  to  take  his  fiancee  to  Mass  with  him,  to  read 
good  books  with  her,  and  to  get  her  to  go  to  the  Sacra¬ 
ments  regularly  every  month. 

Dearly  as  they  prized  their  governess,  the  Baron 
and  Baroness  de  Favereau  had  no  wish  to  hinder 
her  in  following  her  vocation ;  on  the  contrary,  they 
were  ready  to  do  all  in  their  power  to  help  her.  To 
their  kindly  intervention  we  may  ascribe  it  that  the 
Bishop  of  Liege  interested  himself  in  her  case.  He 
examined  her  vocation,  bade  her  write  once  more  to 
ask  her  father’s  permission,  and,  without  waiting 
for  the  answer,  present  herself  at  the  convent  of  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross. 

Her  joy  was  clouded  over  by  the  anxious  thought  of 
how  her  parents  in  Cologne  would  look  upon  this  step. 
She  had  definitely  promised  not  to  leave  the  world 
without  their  consent.  Her  anxiety  was  only  increased 
by  a  letter  from  her  mother.  This  letter  Julie  answered 
on  December  14,  1844 : 

“  Dearest  Mother,  I  see  by  your  letter  that  you  do 
not  yet  know  that  I  am  in  the  convent,  although  I 
had  already  acquainted  Father  of  my  intention.  At 
the  same  time,  I  begged  him  to  tell  you  only  if  he  was 
satisfied;  I  implored  him  not  to  reproach  you  but  to 
console  you  and  to  set  your  mind  at  rest.  I  have 
already  been  three  weeks  in  the  convent,  and  nothing 
is  wanting  to  my  happiness  but  the  consent  and  satis¬ 
faction  of  my  dear  parents  as  to  the  step  I  have  taken 
without  their  permission.  But  I  hear  nothing  and  see 
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nothing  of  them.  In  your  letter  you  repeat,  dear 
Mother,  that  I  have  grieved  you  much.  But  why 
should  you  be  upset  because  your  daughter  is  seeking 
her  own  happiness  and  that  of  her  parents  ?  My 
happiness  is  ensured  both  in  this  world  and  the  next. 
And  yours?  Is  not  your  child’s  happiness  yours 
also  ?  I  was  not  in  the  least  mistaken  when  I  hoped  I 
should  find  true  joy  in  the  convent ;  on  the  contrary, 
it  exceeds  all  my  expectations.  Possibly  there  may  be 
convents  where  hatred,  envy,  and  strife  are  to  be 
found,  but  the  good  God  has  brought  me  to  one  where 
there  are  none  of  these  things.  The  ‘  deathly  silence 
and  gloom  ’  which  make  you  shudder  when  you  think 
of  a  convent  do  not  exist  here.  Dearest  Mother,  if  the 
world  only  knew  the  happiness  of  the  religious  life  it 
would  soon  not  be  able  to  build  enough  convents. 
You  tell  me  I  am  needed  by  my  dear  brothers  and 
sisters  and  must  help  them  by  my  advice  and  example. 
But,  Mother  dear,  how  can  I  give  them  better  example 
than  by  renouncing  the  world  in  order  to  belong  to 
God  alone  ?  And  how  could  I  help  them  by  my  advice 
if  I  could  not  manage  to  advise  myself,  but  went  on 
living  in  the  world  like  a  weak  boat  tossed  here  and 
there  by  the  storm  and  always  in  danger  of  sinking  ? 
It  is  impossible  to  explain  to  you  how  I  feel  when  I 
think  that  I  am  now  safe  from  the  many  dangers  by 
which  I  was  beset  in  the  world.  And  you  call  yourself 
an  unhappy  mother  because  I  am  in  the  convent ! 
No,  dearest  Mother,  you  are  not  unhappy  because  you 
have  reared  your  child  for  heaven.  Even  if  the 
separation  from  your  daughter  is  painful  to  your 
mother’s  heart,  or  if  my  dear  Father  makes  you  suffer 
on  account  of  it,  offer  up  these  sufferings  to  the  good 
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God.  He  who  rewards  the  gift  of  a  cup  of  water  will 
reward  you  a  hundredfold  for  the  sacrifice.  If  you 
had  several  children  in  the  convent,  what  a  fortunate 
mother  you  would  be  !  With  all  your  sorrows,  yours 
would  be  an  enviable  lot !  You  think  I  do  not  love  my 
brothers  and  sisters  because  I  am  willing  to  be  parted 
from  them.  Do  not  think  me  unfeeling  any  longer, 
Mother ;  the  pity  is,  perhaps,  that  I  think  too  much  of 
you  all.  I  should  never  have  preferred  anyone  to  you 
but  only  God.  What  a  joy  it  would  have  been  for  me 
if  I  could  have  seen  you  once  again,  could  have  em¬ 
braced  you  once  more  !  But  the  good  God  did  not 
wish  it,  and  blessed  be  his  holy  will !  Good-bye, 
dear  Mother,  come  yourself  to  tell  me  you  forgive  me 
and  to  give  me  your  blessing.” 

No  answer  was  received,  and  the  permission  was 
not  given.  Once  again,  on  December  30,  the  sorely 
tried  postulant  made  another  attempt  to  soften  the 
hearts  of  her  parents,  imploring  their  approval  of  the 
course  she  had  taken. 

‘‘For  five  whole  weeks  I  have  been  longing  for 
your  answer  and  your  permission ;  up  till  now  I  have 
been  longing  in  vain.  Yet  I  have  never  at  the  end  of 
any  year  thought  of  you  or  prayed  for  you  with  so 
much  love  as  now.  You  thought  people  forgot  their 
friends  and  relatives  when  they  entered  the  convent. 
I  think  it  is  just  the  opposite.  Here  in  this  place  of 
retirement,  far  away  from  the  wicked  world,  and  in 
closer  union  with  God,  one’s  mind  is  left  free  to  con¬ 
sider  what  we  owe  to  our  greatest  benefactors,  the 
good  God  himself,  and,  after  him,  our  parents.  Do 
not  be  angry  with  me  any  longer.  Do  not  begin  the 

New  Year  with  a  grudge  against  your  daughter.  Re- 
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member,  if  you  are  angry  with  me,  you  are  angry  also 
with  God.  For  it  was  his  will  and  he  alone  was  the 
cause  of  my  consecrating  myself  to  him.  There  is 
nothing  wanting  to  make  me  perfectly  happy  but  the 
happiness  of  my  beloved  parents,  and  they  cannot  be 
happy  as  long  as  they  are  angry  with  their  child.  I 
will  keep  what  news  I  have  till  you  come  to  visit  me. 
Baron  and  Baroness  de  Favereau  de  Fraipont  would 
be  very  glad  if  you  would  go  to  see  them  and  spend 
some  days  with  them.  Albertine  often  comes  to  see 
me  and  so  does  the  Baroness.” 

Still  there  was  no  reply.  The  uncertainty  served 
only  to  increase  her  anxiety  and  to  rob  her  of  all  peace 
of  mind.  It  seems  as  if  the  evil  one  had  foreseen  the 
great  work  she  would  do  for  souls  in  the  Congrega¬ 
tion.  The  struggle  with  herself  became  fiercer,  so  that 
the  poor  girl  felt  that  she  did  not  know  where  her 
duty  lay.  Ought  she  to  disobey  her  parents?  If  she 
returned  home  she  might  be  able  to  convert  her  father 
and  to  induce  him  to  become  a  Catholic.  Was  it  right 
to  allow  herself  to  be  a  burden  to  the  Community, 
coming  as  she  had  done  without  either  outfit  or 
dowry  ? 

The  kindness  of  the  Novice  Mistress  was  of  no  avail 
in  helping  to  still  the  storm,  nor  was  the  advice  of  her 
former  Confessor,  who  had  guided  her  in  the  choice 
of  her  vocation.  Julie  was  so  tender-hearted  that  she 
could  not  bear  to  give  pain  to  anyone,  and  she  suffered 
cruelly  from  the  thought  that  her  parents  were  in 
sorrow  on  her  account.  What  finally  guided  her 
decision  was  the  thought  that,  as  she  had  promised  not 
to  enter  without  their  consent,  it  would  not  be  right 
to  disobey  them  now  that  their  consent  was  refused. 
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Accordingly,  after  a  few  weeks  of  life  in  the  quiet 
peace  of  the  convent,  she  returned  home  to  Cologne 
with  a  heavy  heart  to  make  one  more  supreme  effort 
to  gain  the  permission  of  her  father. 

All  her  entreaties  were  again  of  no  avail.  Her  father 
and  mother,  who  were  devotedly  attached  to  her,  had 
persuaded  themselves  that  religious  life  would  most 
certainly  in  the  end  make  her  miserable,  and  they 
considered  it  a  matter  of  conscience  to  do  all  in  their 
power  to  save  her  from  such  a  fate.  They  tried  to 
distract  her  mind  by  pleasures  of  all  sorts,  and,  of 
course,  failed  completely.  Then  it  was  suggested  to 
her  that,  if  she  would  insist  on  being  a  nun,  she  had 
better  enter  the  Ursuline  Convent  either  in  Aix-la- 
Chapelle  or  in  Cologne.  But  Julie  had  no  attraction 
for  teaching,  and  was  not  to  be  induced  to  renounce 
the  vocation  that  God  had  given  her. 

At  last,  after  repeated  requests,  her  father  allowed 
her  to  return  to  Liege  in  her  former  capacity  as 
governess  to  Albertine  de  Fraipont.  Here  she  felt  the 
Divine  Call  more  clearly  than  ever  before,  and  felt 
that  she  dare  no  longer  resist  the  will  of  God,  who 
himself  had  said  :  He  that  loveth  father  or  mother 
more  than  me  is  not  worthy  of  me.  Obedience  to 
God  comes  before  obedience  to  our  parents.  She 
made  up  her  mind  once  and  for  ever;  she  would 
belong  entirely  to  God,  no  matter  what  the  cost 
might  be. 

Having  informed  her  family  of  her  decision,  for  the 
second  time,  on  August  13,  1845,  she  presented  herself 
at  the  Mother  House  of  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross. 
So  touching  had  been  the  letter  in  which  she  begged 
the  grace  of  being  again  received  that  M&re  Marie 
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Th^rese  had  it  read  aloud  to  the  Community  and  all 
the  Sisters  pleaded  for  her  request  to  be  granted. 

And  now,  as  it  has  happened  so  often  in  similar 
cases,  as  soon  as  her  mother  realised  that  the  step  Julie 
had  taken  was  irrevocable,  she  withdrew  all  further 
opposition.  Later  on  her  father,  too,  became  recon¬ 
ciled  with  her,  though  he  never  entered  the  Catholic 
Church. 

Here  is  the  letter  she  wrote  to  her  mother  when  she 
became  aware  that  the  attitude  of  her  parents  had 
changed  : 

“  I  am  answering  your  two  dear  letters  with 
a  hand  all  trembling  with  joy.  Thanks  be  to  God 
a  thousand  times  for  having  taken  this  heavy  load 
from  my  heart.  For  my  heart  is  light  and  gay  ever 
since  I  heard  that  you  are  no  longer  angry  with  me, 
and  that  I  may  hope  that  my  dear  father  will  soon 
forgive  me.  You  ask  me,  dear  Mother,  if  I  do  not 
regret  the  step  I  have  taken  and  if  I  really  am  happy. 
No,  Mother,  dearest,  I  do  not  regret  having  given 
myself  entirely  to  the  good  God  and  feel  at  this 
moment,  while  I  am  telling  you  this,  happier  than 
ever  before.  I  can  see  more  and  more  clearly  that  our 
dear  Lord  asked  this  of  me ;  or,  to  put  it  better,  that 
he  destined  me  for  this  happiness. 

“  Good  Mother,  do  not  be  the  least  bit  anxious  lest 
the  life  here  in  the  convent  should  be  too  strict  for  me. 
There  is  no  strictness  here,  only  gentleness  and  love. 
Our  Superior  is  no  severe  dictator,  but  a  gentle,  lov¬ 
ing,  and  patient  mother  who  tenderly  puts  out  her 
hand  to  lift  up  her  children  when  through  weakness 
they  happen  to  fall.  The  love  of  the  Religious  for 
one  another  is  really  and  truly  that  of  sisters.  When 
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I  have  received  the  veil  and  am  one  of  the  Religious, 
I  should  like  to  nurse  the  sick  or  take  care  of  the  aged 
or  infirm.  But  if  they  wanted  me  to  teach  ignorant 
children,  I  should  set  myself  to  do  so  with  the  grace 
of  God.  You  see,  in  our  convent,  we  perform  all  the 
works  of  mercy,  and  so  serve  the  good  God  in  the  way 
that  pleases  him  best.  You  wanted  me  to  enter  in 
Cologne  or  in  Aix  in  a  convent  devoted  to  the  educa¬ 
tion  of  the  young.  I  can  only  say  that  God  wanted 
me  to  be  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross.” 


CHAPTER  III 


IN  TRAINING 

(1845—1847) 


a  devastating-  forest  fire  sweeps  onward, 


leaving  in  its  wake  nothing  but  charred  and 


X  -^.blackened  stumps  where  before  the  forest 
monarchs  had  stood  in  all  their  strength  and  beauty, 
so  did  the  French  Revolution  sweep  over  Catholic 
Germany,  destroying  convents  and  churches  as  it 
passed.  Numbers  of  religious  houses  that  for 
centuries  had  been  centres  of  light  and  learning,  of 
piety  and  of  charity,  fell  a  prey  to  the  revolutionaries 
and  their  hatred  of  religion.  Monks  and  nuns  wTere 
driven  away  from  their  cloisters,  which  were  destroyed 
or  put  to  profane  uses,  while  their  chapels  were 
desecrated  or  razed  to  the  ground.  Priceless  treasures 
of  sacred  art  were  ruthlessly  destroyed  in  this  period 
of  revolutionary  frenzy,  and  when  the  worst  of  the 
storm  was  over  there  remained  only  here  and  there  a 
few  scattered  Communities  dragging  out  a  miserable 
existence  under  State  control. 

But  man’s  extremity  is  God’s  opportunity.  Out  of 
the  ruins  of  the  past  new  religious  Congregations, 
better  suited  to  the  needs  of  the  age,  began  to  spring 
up  and  to  flourish.  In  the  olden  days  nearly  all  the 
religious  women  were  strictly  enclosed,  shut  off  from 
the  world,  and  devoted  themselves  in  their  seclusion 
to  the  contemplative  life.  A  different  spirit  was  to 
animate  the  new  foundations.  If  our  Blessed  Lord 
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spent  the  night  in  prayer,  his  day  was  passed  in 
active  works  of  mercy — he  went  about  doing  good, 
we  are  told.  We  find  this  twofold  aspect  of  our  Lord’s 
life  in  the  Constitutions  of  the  Congregations  that  had 
their  birth  early  in  the  nineteenth  century.  The 
Religious  combine  works  of  zeal  with  prayer;  they 
have  to  take  their  part  in  the  Apostolate  of  Action, 
and  thus  they  have  come  to  share  in  the  important 
work  of  combating  the  social  evils  of  the  age. 

The  period  was  marked  by  a  still  further  develop¬ 
ment  in  the  organisation  of  the  institutes  of  religious 
women.  It  was  usual  for  the  convents  to  be  in¬ 
dependent  one  of  the  other,  even  if  they  shared  a 
common  Rule.  Now,  however,  the  custom  grew  up 
for  the  Branch  Houses  to  remain  in  close  connection 
with  their  Mother  House,  and  for  all  the  convents  of 
the  same  Congregation  to  be  governed  by  a  Mother 
General.  In  this  way  the  Sisters  could  be  moved  from 
one  House  to  another,  so  that  the  greatest  possible 
use  might  be  made  of  the  talents  of  each,  greater 
unity  of  action  could  be  obtained,  and  each  House 
would  have  for  its  support  the  strength  of  the  whole 
Congregation. 

The  Congregation  of  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross 
was  one  of  the  oldest  of  these  institutions,  animated 
by  the  new  spirit  which  combined  the  active  life  with 
the  contemplative.  It  was  founded  in  1833  in  Li£ge 
by  the  Venerable  Mother  Marie  Th£r&se  Haze,  the 
Cause  of  whose  Beatification  is  now  proceeding  in 
Rome.  In  her  work  as  Foundress  she  was  powerfully 
helped  by  Canon  Habets,  whose  devoted  work  for 
the  Congregation  has  won  for  him  the  title  of  Co- 
Founder. 
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It  was  only  twelve  years  after  its  establishment  that 
Julie  Schneider  for  the  second  time  sought  and 
obtained  permission  to  enter  the  Congregation  of  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross.  At  her  Clothing  she  received 
the  name  of  Sister  Emilie;  the  goal  she  had  so  long 
striven  for  was  hers  at  last ! 

Meanwhile,  as  a  postulant  and  as  a  novice,  she  was 
being  trained  for  the  religious  life.  She  learned  how 
to  combine  a  life  of  prayer  with  active  works  of 
charity  in  the  service  of  her  neighbour,  as  is  required 
of  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross.  She  learned  to  linger 
with  the  Mother  of  Sorrows  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross, 
and  this  not  in  prayer  time  only — frequently  during 
the  course  of  the  day  should  the  Daughter  of  the 
Cross  be  mindful  of  her  Crucified  Lord  and  Love. 
Later  on  she  would  find  on  Golgotha  all  her  strength 
and  all  her  comfort.  After  our  Lady  of  Dolours,  she 
learned  to  honour  St  Teresa,  the  Patroness  of  the 
Congregation,  whose  teaching  on  the  subject  of 
prayer  was  to  be  so  useful  to  her  when  she  herself 
received  extraordinary  graces  and  favours  from 
almighty  God.  Already  in  the  days  of  her  Novitiate 
her  inner  life  was  being  cast  in  the  heroic  mould  and 
led  on  to  heights  of  virtue  that  in  after  years  would 
be  enlightened  by  the  graces  of  mystical  prayer.  It  is 
most  interesting  to  study  this  ascent  in  detail,  and  it 
is  quite  easy  to  do  so  from  the  numerous  accounts 
that  were  written  down  immediately  after  her  holy 
death . 

“God  alone”  was  the  thought  that  had  finally 
decided  her  to  follow  her  vocation,  no  matter  what 
the  cost  might  be.  “God  alone”  was  the  key-note 
of  her  inner  life  as  a  novice.  “  When  I  was  in  the 
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Convent  in  Li6ge,”  she  wrote  in  1854  to  her  director, 
“  I  had  entirely  forgotten  the  world.  My  heart  and 
my  mind  were  raised  altogether  above  earthly  things. 
It  seemed  to  me  as  if  there  were  no  one  in  the  world 
but  God  and  myself.”  Many  little  incidents  that  have 
been  handed  down  from  this  time  prove  the  truth  of 
these  words.  A  fellow-novice  once  asked  Sister  Emilie 
to  pray  that  she  might  fulfil  the  will  of  God  in  all 
things.  Sister  Emilie  answered  with  an  expression 
that  the  other  never  forgot:  ‘‘Yes,  that  is  the  only 
thing,  the  only  thing!”  Her  innermost  feelings 
found  expression  in  the  words  with  which  the  novices 
at  her  suggestion  greeted  one  another  at  recreation. 
One  would  say:  ‘‘How  good  God  is!”  The  other 
answered:  “And  all  that  he  does  is  good!” 

She  would  often  speak  of  the  goodness  and  love 
of  God  with  such  fiery  warmth  that  all  were  carried 
away  by  her  words.  She  made  an  agreement  with 
some  of  the  novices  that  whenever  they  passed  one 
another  they  would  in  silence  raise  their  hand  to  the 
cross  that  each  Sister  wears  on  her  breast  as  a  re¬ 
minder  of  the  presence  of  God  and  a  renewal  of  the 
offering  of  themselves  entirely  to  him.  “  We  are  in 
Paradise  already,”  a  postulant  was  heard  to  remark. 
“  Sister  Emilie  speaks  of  nothing  but  God.” 

The  one  desire  of  her  heart  was  to  know  Jesus  better 
and  to  love  him  better.  Her  Novice  Mistress,  know¬ 
ing  this  and  wishing  to  give  her  pleasure,  gave  her 
for  her  spiritual  reading  Saint-Jure’s  Knowledge  of 
Jesus  Christ.  This  was  her  favourite  book  all  through 
her  religious  life.  When  she  was  a  superior  she  hardly 
ever  read  anything  else.  During  the  celebration  of 
the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  mindful  of  the  words 


26  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

of  St  Paul,  As  often  as  you  shall  eat  this  bread  and 
drink  the  chalice,  you  shall  show  the  death  of  the 
Lord  until  he  come,  she  would  meditate  on  the 
Passion.  In  the  beginning  of  her  religious  life  she 
must  already  have  been  deeply  penetrated  by  devo¬ 
tion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  She  used  often  to 
say  that  one  should  keep  recollected  so  as  to  plunge 
deeper  into  that  Most  Sacred  Heart,  and  to  under¬ 
stand  better  how  boundless  should  be  one’s  love  for  it. 

What  she  recommended  to  others  she  practised 
most  faithfully  herself.  Her  spirit  of  recollection  was 
most  striking,  and  was  a  subject  of  general  edifica¬ 
tion  from  the  very  day  she  entered.  To  preserve  it, 
she  was  always  very  retiring  and  most  faithful  in  the 
observance  of  silence  and  of  the  custody  of  the  eyes. 
So  strict  was  the  guard  that  she  placed  on  the  latter 
that  a  large  picture  over  the  altar  in  the  chapel  had 
been  altered  for  a  considerable  time  without  her  being 
aware  of  the  fact. 

She  was  once  asked  to  explain  how  she  had 
managed  to  become  so  recollected  at  the  very  outset 
of  her  religious  life.  She  replied  quite  simply : 
“  When  I  awake  in  the  morning  my  first  thought 
is  of  God.  While  I  am  dressing  I  try  to  think  of 
the  subject  of  meditation.  When  I  get  to  the  chapel 
I  take  great  care  not  to  look  at  anything,  not  even  a 
holy  picture,  so  as  not  to  arouse  distractions.  All  my 
work  I  do  as  if  in  the  immediate  presence  of  God.  If 
I  can  keep  up  this  recollection  till  eight  o’clock,  I 
remain  united  to  God  for  the  whole  of  the  day.” 

Her  piety  was  simple,  solid,  and  consistent,  and  her 
attraction  for  the  interior  life  never  left  her.  She  was 
drawn  rather  to  the  spirit  of  quiet  recollection  during 
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the  day  than  to  the  practice  of  vocal  prayer.  So  it  was 
that,  like  the  saints  of  the  Old  Testament,  she  learned 
to  walk  with  God ;  this  intercourse  with  him  became 
so  habitual  that  she  once  said  that  she  could  never 
understand  how  people  could  let  a  whole  hour  pass 
without  thinking  of  God.  From  all  this  we  can  readily 
understand  that,  even  in  these  early  days,  she  was 
during  the  time  of  meditation  wholly  absorbed  in 
God,  rapt,  as  it  were,  in  him. 

Meanwhile,  she  was  exerting  a  powerful  influence 
among  the  Sisters.  Her  whole  bearing  spoke  of  the 
presence  of  God,  and  her  companions  were  drawn  to 
greater  fervour  by  the  sight  of  this  living  example  of 
the  beauty  of  holiness.  This  habitual  union  with  God 
would  never  have  been  obtained  without  courageous 
and  constant  mortification  and  self-denial.  Clear¬ 
sighted  Religious  had  many  opportunities  of  observ¬ 
ing  the  generous  efforts  at  self-conquest  and  the  spirit 
of  penance  of  the  young  Sister.  A  Sister  remarked 
that  in  the  convent  there  was  nothing  to  suffer.  “And 
if  there  were,”  said  Sister  Emilie,  “for  every  hour 
brings  with  it  something  unpleasant,  something  dis¬ 
agreeable.  If  we  only  know  how  to  make  good  use  of 
it,  we  shall  gain  much  merit.” 

This  knowledge  she  herself  possessed  most  fully. 
There  were  no  great  austerities  in  her  life  at  this  time, 
but  she  practised  that  form  of  mortification  that  leads 
most  surely  to  ever  greater  and  greater  graces.  Sister 
Emilie  kept  strict  watch  and  ward  over  her  interior 
life.  She  allowed  no  thought  or  desire  that  did  not 
refer  in  some  way  to  God.  He  was  the  sole  object  of 
her  yearnings  and  of  her  joy.  Her  only  grief  was  any¬ 
thing  that  might  lead  her  or  others  away  from  him. 
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Nor  were  her  actions  less  carefully  regulated.  She 
was  truly  great  in  her  fidelity  in  little  things.  So 
faithful  was  she,  that  she  seldom  committed  the  same 
fault  a  second  time.  Once  when  she  had  to  ring  a 
bell,  she  overlooked  the  time  and  rang  late.  For  this 
negligence  she  came  in  tears  to  ask  pardon  of  the 
Novice  Mistress  and  of  her  fellow-novices. 

It  was  her  custom  to  make  as  many  interior  acts  of 
virtue  as  she  could  while  engaged  in  such  household 
duties  as  fell  to  her  lot.  In  the  morning  at  the  first 
sound  of  the  bell  she  rose  to  consecrate  to  God  the 
first  thoughts  of  the  day,  to  offer  him  all  her  actions, 
and  to  beg  him  to  help  her  accomplish  all  her  duties 
more  and  more  perfectly  for  the  love  of  him.  Her 
natural  shyness  gave  her  much  trouble  and  was  the 
cause  of  many  a  reproach ;  she  loved  to  remain  in 
the  background.  She  loved,  too,  to  perform  little  acts 
of  kindness.  A  Sister  once  was  apologising  to  her  for 
having  given  her  extra  work  to  do,  but  Sister  Emilie 
merely  said:  “  Never  prevent  anyone  from  doing  an 
act  of  virtue  which  glorifies  God  and  gains  merit  for 
the  doer.”  It  was  always  the  supernatural  view  that 
she  took  in  every  case.  Tender-hearted,  considerate, 
and  sympathetic  as  she  was,  we  are  not  surprised  to 
hear  that  she  always  showed  herself  grateful  for  any 
little  act  of  kindness.  She  could  not  bear  to  give  pain 
to  anyone  or  to  anything;  she  could  not  bring  her¬ 
self  even  to  kill  an  ant !  This  exceedingly  tender 
heart  of  hers  gave  her  matter  for  self-conquest  and 
brought  on  her  now  and  then  a  reproof  from  her 
Novice  Mistress  when,  in  her  gratitude  for  some  kind¬ 
ness  done  her,  she  seemed  to  show  a  preference  for 
one  or  other  of  her  Sisters. 
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As  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross,  her  frequent  medita¬ 
tion  on  the  Crucifixion  led  her  to  make  faithful  use 
of  opportunities  for  exterior  mortification.  She 
suffered  much  from  the  heat,  for  in  summer  her  cell 
was  exposed  to  the  full  blaze  of  the  sun.  In  spite  of 
this,  she  did  not  lay  aside  any  of  the  blankets  from 
her  bed ;  as  she  explained  afterwards,  no  one  had  told 
her  to  take  them  away. 

Conversation  on  worldly  matters  had  no  interest  for 
her.  On  Sundays  she  and  a  few  other  fervent  novices 
met  together  for  spiritual  conversation  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour.  At  the  end  of  this  time  she  said  :  “  Now 
let  us  go  so  that  nothing  imperfect  may  creep  into 
our  talk  and  no  idle  words  may  escape  us.” 

Years  afterwards  one  of  these  Sisters  was  remind¬ 
ing  her  of  the  pleasure  they  had  had  from  these  con¬ 
versations,  and  said  that  she  had  found  they  had 
helped  her  very  much.  Sister  Emilie  replied  :  “  Such 
conversations  are  more  useful  than  is  generally 
supposed,  provided  that  they  do  not  last  too  long.” 

She  herself,  however,  preached  more  loudly  by 
example  than  by  word.  Often  when  the  Sisters  felt 
little  or  no  devotion  in  preparing  for  Holy  Com¬ 
munion,  they  would  offer  up  the  fervour  and  self¬ 
surrender  of  Sister  Emilie’s  preparation. 

Such  then  was  the  Sister  in  the  days  of  her  novice¬ 
ship  ;  serious  and  recollected,  except  in  time  of  recrea¬ 
tion  when  she  was  bright  and  merry,  so  exact  in  the 
observance  of  her  Rules  that  the  keenest  eye  among 
the  novices  could  hardly  detect  any  flaw,  an  influence 
for  good  on  all  who  came  in  contact  with  her.  Can  we 
wonder  that  many  of  her  companions  looked  upon 
her  as  a  saint? 


CHAPTER  IV 


MISTRESS  OF  NOVICES 

(1847—1852) 

HE  year  of  novitiate  drew  to  an  end.  As  the 


young  Religious  who  had  just  received  the 


A  black  veil  were  about  to  leave  the  care  of 
the  Novice  Mistress,  she  said  to  them :  “  Go  on 
living  always  as  you  have  done  here.  I  may  tell  you 
that  you  have  never  given  me  the  least  trouble.” 

If  all  had  found  it  a  time  of  great  grace,  they 
ascribed  it  to  the  example  and  quiet  influence  of 
Sister  Emilie.  Very  weighty  is  the  testimony  given 
by  her  Novice  Mistress  after  the  death  of  her  fervent 
novice.  “  I  was  not  much  surprised  when  I  heard  of 
the  extraordinary  graces  that  God  had  given  her.” 

She  had  been  clothed  on  December.  15,  1845. 
Fourteen  months  later,  on  February  15,  1847,  she 
consecrated  herself  to  God  by  the  first  vows  which 
are  made  for  one  year.  When  someone  spoke  to  her 
of  the  happiness  of  making  Perpetual  Vows  at  the 
end  of  the  time  appointed  by  the  Constitutions,  she 
said:  ‘‘After  such  happiness  one  can  only  long  for 
heaven.” 

As  a  professed  Sister  she  continued  steadfastly  in 
the  path  she  had  traced  for  herself  in  the  novitiate. 
We  may  sum  up  the  character  of  her  religious  life  as 
systematic  and  heroic  fidelity  in  little  things,  sancti¬ 
fied  by  constant  attention  to  the  presence  of  God  and 
guarded  by  the  greatest  watchfulness  over  herself. 


MISTRESS  OF  NOVICES  31 

At  first  she  was  entrusted  with  the  care  of  orphan 
children,  and  she  devoted  herself  to  them  with  all  a 
mother’s  love.  These  lively  little  Walloons  were  often 
enough  a  sore  trial  to  the  patience  of  their  teachers, 
but  Sister  Emilie  allowed  neither  word  nor  gesture  of 
impatience  to  escape  her.  Her  inborn  talent  for  teach¬ 
ing  made  her  task  easier. 

Later  on,  the  postulants  were  from  time  to  time 
put  under  her  charge.  She  taught  them  to  try  to  be 
among  the  first  in  chapel  in  the  morning  so  as  to  get 
the  first  blessing  of  our  Lord,  and  what  she  taught 
she  made  a  point  of  practising  herself. 

We  have  a  glimpse  of  her  inner  life  in  these  days 
in  the  letters  she  wrote  to  her  parents.  In  them  we 
see  humility  and  the  ever-increasing  love  of  God  and 
of  her  vocation.  In  1848  she  wrote  to  her  mother  : 

“  Dearest  Mother,  thank  our  good  God  every  day  for 
the  graces  he  has  given  to  your  unworthy  child.  I  can 
never  express  what  I  think  and  what  I  feel.  Our  dear 
Lord  understands  me ;  he  sees  how  I  suffer  because  I 
have  not  always  loved  him  and  because  even  now  I 
do  not  love  him  as  he  wants  me  to  do  and  as  he 
deserves  to  be  loved.  This  insatiable  longing  to  love 
God  is  a  grace,  is  it  not  ?  And  how  have  I  deserved 
it,  who  at  one  time  paid  no  attention  to  the  Voice  of 
my  Saviour  ?  And  now  I  am  living  among  his 
chosen  Spouses,  pure  virgins,  guided  by  Superiors 
who  take  more  care  of  me  and  show  more  love  for  me 
than  a  tender  mother  does  for  a  favourite  child.  ‘  Dear 
convent  walls  !’  I  often  exclaim.  I  feel  inclined  to  hug 
them,  and  to  kiss  the  very  footprints  of  the  Superiors 
and  of  the  Sisters.  With  all  my  heart  I  wish  to  be 
tHeTast  of  all  and  the  servant  of  all.  When  I  asked 
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for  the  second  time  to  be  received  within  these  beloved 
walls,  I  thought  to  myself :  ‘  I  shall  be  very  happy  if 
I  get  just  a  little  corner  in  some  dark  place  under  the 
staircase  so  long  as  I  can  see  the  Superiors  and  the 
Sisters  from  time  to  time.’  Thank  Heaven,  I  am  still 
of  the  same  opinion  !” 

The  revolution  of  1848  had  brought  to  an  end  much 
of  the  tyranny  of  the  Protestant  Government  of 
Prussia.  Once  freed  from  its  shackles,  the  Catholic 
Church  in  the  Rhenish  Provinces,  as  elsewhere  in 
Germany,  seemed  filled  with  new  life.  Religious 
Congregations  were  now  free  to  develop,  and  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross  were  to  profit  by  this  freedom. 

Founded  in  Belgium,  this  Congregation  was  to 
extend  even  farther  in  Germany  than  it  had  done  in 
its  native  land.  In  1851  a  foundation,  the  first  on 
German  soil,  was  made  at  Aspel,  near  Rees,  where  a 
novitiate  was  also  established.  It  was  a  matter  of  the 
greatest  importance  for  the  whole  province,  not  only 
that  the  first  Novice  Mistress  should  herself  be 
thoroughly  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  the  Congrega¬ 
tion,  but  also  that  she  should  be  capable  of  instilling 
this  same  spirit  into  those  entrusted  to  her  care. 
The  Foundress  selected  Sister  Emilie  for  this  office 
although  it  was  but  four  years  since  she  had  made 
her  first  vows  and  she  was  only  thirty-one  years  of 
age ;  this  fact  alone  shows  how  high  an  opinion  her 
Superiors  had  of  her  virtue  and  capacity. 

The  little  novitiate  consisted  of  six  novices  and 
seven  postulants.  The  young  Novice  Mistress  had 
herself  been  trained  in  the  spirit  of  the  Constitutions 
by  the  saintly  Foundress  in  the  very  cradle  of  the 
Congregation.  Now  she  had  to  implant  this  same 
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spirit  deep  in  the  hearts  of  the  young  aspirants  to  the 
religious  life. 

It  consisted,  in  the  first  place,  in  a  very  tender 
devotion  to  our  crucified  Lord  and  great  confidence  in 
the  protection  of  the  Mother  of  Sorrows.  Those 
virtues,  in  especial,  were  to  be  cultivated  that  spring 
up,  as  it  were,  at  the  foot  of  the  Cross — humility  and 
obedience,  self-sacrifice  and  charity,  the  love  of 
religious  poverty  and  simplicity. 

We  learn  from  the  account  left  by  some  of  thr 
novices  who  had  the  happiness  of  being  trained  by 
her,  how  Sister  Emilie  set  about  her  task.  She  taught 
them  more  by  example  than  by  precept.  Nothing 
extraordinary  was  noticed  in  her,  except  that  she 
performed  her  ordinary  actions  extraordinarily  well. 
All  that  she  did  was  well  done,  and  her  example  in¬ 
duced  others  to  strive  after  higher  perfection.  No  one 
ever  saw  her  upset.  Her  religious  gravity  was  united 
to  so  winning  a  cheerfulness  that  all  hearts  were 
quickly  won.  A  few  only  felt  awed  by  her  presence. 
In  recreation  she  was  gay,  but  at  other  times  she  spoke 
little. 

Her  deep  love  for  our  Lord  betrayed  itself  in  her 
words  and  actions ;  it  was  noticed  especially  how 
closely  she  tried  to  follow  him  in  his  humility  and 
obedience.  The  novices  remarked  how  intimate  she 
seemed  to  be  in  her  intercourse  with  God,  and  this 
was  why  her  instructions  made  such  a  profound 
impression  on  them.  In  the  chapel  her  face  was  often 
bathed  in  tears ;  when  asked  what  troubled  her  that 
made  her  weep  so  much,  she  made  answer  :  “  Ought 
we  not  to  weep  at  the  sight  of  our  sins,  and  may  we 
not  do  so  at  the  sight  of  the  goodness  of  God?” 


3 


34  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

She  was  very  skilful  in  comforting  those  who  were 
tempted  or  sad.  Although  she  never  spoke  of  herself, 
the  Sisters  felt  that  she  was  speaking  from  experience. 
She  led  them  always  to  find  consolation  and  courage 
from  our  Lord  in  his  Sacred  Passion. 

She  would  have  no  exceptions  from  the  common 
Rule.  After  prayer,  she  seemed  to  love  mortification, 
and  here,  too,  her  example  exerted  a  powerful  in¬ 
fluence  on  the  novices.  They  learned  to  make  the 
spirit  of  self-denial  become  like  a  second  nature  to 
them.  She  insisted  on  the  most  scrupulous  cleanli¬ 
ness,  and  would  see  that  the  sweeping  and  dusting 
were  well  and  carefully  done.  She  instilled  into  her 
charges  a  great  love  for  holy  poverty.  A  novice  had 
taken  a  good  cloth  one  day  to  clean  the  lamps.  The 
Novice  Mistress  noticed  it  and  told  her  :  “A  perfect 
Religious  chooses  the  worst  things  for  her  own  use.” 

In  the  care  of  the  sick  she  gave  full  vent  to  the 
loving  compassion  which  all  forms  of  human  suffer¬ 
ing  inspired  in  her.  She  paid  them  frequent  visits 
and  amused  them ;  when  night  came  she  went  to  give 
them  the  evening  blessing  before  they  fell  asleep.  Her 
kindness  of  heart,  they  noticed,  extended  to  the  lower 
creation  also.  “It  is  one  of  God’s  creatures,”  she 
said,  as  she  tarefully  picked  up  a  beetle  from  the 
path  where  it  was  likely  to  be  trodden  on  and  laid  it 
on  the  grass. 

The  novices  were  well  aware  of  her  trustful  and 
devoted  love  for  our  Blessed  Lady.  She  told  them 
once  in  recreation  that  if  she  wanted  anything  very 
badly  she  would  ask  our  Lady’s  help  first  of  all,  for 
if  our  Lady  pleaded  for  her  she  was  quite  sure  of 
being  heard. 
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With  her  Superior  at  Aspel,  Sister  Emilie  was 
closely  united.  Together  they  bore  the  crosses  in¬ 
separably  attached  to  all  new  foundations  on  which 
God’s  blessing  is  to  rest.  Together,  too,  they  shared 
the  joys  and  consolations  that  his  blessing  brings 
with  it.  There  was  only  one  point  on  which  the 
Superior  differed  in  opinion  from  the  Mistress  of 
Novices.  She  thought  that  Sister  Emilie’s  direction 
of  the  novices  laid  too  great  stress  on  the  contempla¬ 
tive  side  of  their  vocation  and  that,  in  consequence, 
the  active  works  of  charity  undertaken  by  the  Sisters 
would  suffer.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  this  fear  was 
groundless.  Still  it  is  quite  possible  that  want  of 
experience  may  have  induced  the  young  Novice 
Mistress  to  be  rather  one-sided  in  her  training  of  her 
charges ;  perhaps  also  she  judged  others  by  herself, 
and  we  have  seen  that  the  contemplative  spirit  was 
very  strong  in  her.  Certain  it  is  that,  in  her  own  case, 
this  interior  spirit  was  no  hindrance  to  the  very 
difficult  apostolic  work  that  God  was  about  to  confide 
to  her. 

While  the  Novice  Mistress  was  feeling  so  much  in 
her  element  in  the  nursery  of  the  Congregation  and 
training  noble-hearted  and  aspiring  souls  in  the  in¬ 
terior  life,  the  heavy  cross  was  being  fashioned  that 
she  was  to  bear  until  she  died  the  death  of  a  true 
Daughter  of  the  Cross. 


CHAPTER  V 


A  RELAXED  COMMUNITY 

IN  the  first  half  of  the  seventeenth  century  the 
Duke  of  Jiilich-Cleve-Berg  was  a  very  fervent 
Catholic.  He  had  already  founded  in  Diisseldorf 
Houses  of  Capuchins  and  Jesuits  when  in  1643,  under 
his  auspices,  a  convent  of  Carmelite  nuns  was  estab¬ 
lished.  It  began  in  great  poverty  but  soon  flourished, 
and  about  seventy  years  later  the  nuns  were  enabled 
to  build  a  church  and  convent  on  the  bank  of  the 
Rhine,  quite  close  to  the  Church  of  St  Lambert.  In 
1803  the  Elector  Maximilian  Joseph  decreed  the 
extinction  of  the  religious  orders  in  his  States.  The 
Carmelites  were  allowed  to  end  their  days  in  their 
convent,  but  novices  might  not  be  admitted  and,  by 
1831,  two  only  were  left  alive. 

On  account  of  their  fervour  and  regularity,  the 
Carmelite  nuns  had  always  been  held  in  high  esteem 
in  Diisseldorf.  They  lived  in  poverty  on  their  scanty 
income  supplemented  by  alms  brought  to  the  convent 
door.  This  had  to  suffice  not  only  for  their  own 
maintenance,  but  also  for  the  upkeep  of  the  church, 
which  was  well  attended  by  persons  from  outside. 
We  can  judge  of  the  impression  made  on  these  people 
by  the  strictly  enclosed  Religious  from  a  letter  written 
by  Clemens  Brentano  to  Professor  Windischmann,  of 
Bonn,  dated  August  6,  1822. 

“  When  you  are  passing  through  Diisseldorf,  go 
for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  the  Carmelite  Convent 
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and  ask  to  speak  to  the  Prioress.  Then,  behind  the 
grating,  which  might  be  expected  to  enclose  tigers, 
will  appear  the  humblest  and  most  enlightened  of 
nuns,  an  image  of  holy,  olden  days.  Ask  her  to  pray 
for  your  family  and  intentions,  and  make  an  offer¬ 
ing  of  one  or  two  coins  for  the  convent  for  the  sake 
of  seeing  how  gifts  are  received  by  holy  humility 
and  poverty.  I  have  cause  to  esteem  her  very  highly. 
She  is  very  old  and  looks  very  young.  For  ten  years 
she  has  slept  in  her  chair,  and  eats  only  bread  and 
water,  and  with  all  that,  she  looks  so  fresh  and  well. 
She  is  very  faithful  in  prayer,  and  God  answers  her 
prayers  readily.  She  will  be  a  great  consolation  to 
you.” 

The  Prioress  in  question  was  Mother  Maria 
Franziska,  who  died,  two  years  later,  in  her  seventy- 
seventh  year.  Mother  Electa,  who  succeeded  her  as 
Prioress,  was  the  last  of  the  Dusseldorf  Carmelites, 
dying  in  1845.  She  left  nothing  behind  her  but  her 
rough  instruments  of  penance  and  the  memory  of  her 
virtues.  The  people  of  Dusseldorf  long  remembered 
these  chosen  souls  and  privileged  spouses  of  our  Lord. 

They  were  much  concerned  as  to  the  future  of  their 
convent,  and  offered  their  night  watches  and  penances 
for  its  intention,  for  they  saw  their  Sisters  dying  one 
after  the  other,  while  none  were  allowed  to  replace 
them.  One  day  the  few  remaining  nuns  threw  them¬ 
selves  on  their  knees  at  the  feet  of  their  Superior,  whom 
they  revered  as  a  saint :  “  Dear  Mother,”  they  cried, 
“you  have  so  much  power  with  God  and  receive  all 
for  which  you  pray.  Beg  him  to  give  the  convent  back 
to  our  holy  Order,  so  that  Carmel  may  be  re-estab¬ 
lished  here.”  “Children,”  answered  Mother  Electa, 
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“that  is  not  God’s  will.  But  be  consoled!  He  will 
send  here  an  Order  of  active  works  of  charity  that 
will  accomplish  much  good.” 

What  Order  was  this  to  be  ? 

Some  years  after  the  Carmelites  had  been  estab¬ 
lished  in  Diisseldorf,  Duke  Wolfgang  Wilhelm 
applied  to  Cologne  to  an  old  Congregation  devoted 
to  the  nursing  of  the  sick  and  founded  in  the  four¬ 
teenth  century.  He  asked  for  six  Sisters  to  nurse  sick 
women  in  Diisseldorf.  The  townsfolk  called  them  the 
“  Nursing  Sisters,”  because  they  went  round  nursing 
the  sick  day  and  night  in  their  own  homes.  Their 
little  convent  was  situated  in  the  Hunsriickenstrasse, 
where  to-day  stands  the  Presbytery  of  the  Andreas- 
kirche,  opposite  the  Jesuit  church. 

For  the  first  thirty  years  of  the  nineteenth  century 
there  was  no  hospital  in  Diisseldorf.  There  was  also 
a  danger  that  as  soon  as  the  Carmelites  died  out 
their  convent,  with  the  church  and  its  endowment, 
would  be  confiscated  by  the  Prussian  Government. 
Councillor  Joseph  Bracht,  once  Canon  of  St 
Lambert’s,  and  a  zealous  worker  in  the  cause  of 
education  and  of  the  poor,  accordingly  obtained  a 
decree  frpm  Frederick  William  III  making  over  the 
old  Carmelite  Convent  and  its  slender  endowment  to 
the  Nursing  Sisters  of  the  Hunsriickenstrasse,  to  be 
used  as  a  hospital  for  sick  women.  The  transfer  was 
to  take  place  on  January  1,  1831. 

These  Nursing  Sisters  and  the  Ursulines  were  the 
only  religious  communities  which  still  survived  in 
Diisseldorf  after  the  suppression  of  the  convents.  By 
a  Government  Rescript  of  1803,  however,  they  had 
received  new  Constitutions,  hardly  conducive  to  the 
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maintenance  of  a  religious  spirit.  They  were  re¬ 
stricted  to  ten  in  number,  and  their  yearly  income 
was  fixed  at  ioo  Reichstaler  (about  £ 12 )  each. 

From  the  time  that  they  took  possession  of  the 
Carmelite  Convent  until  his  death  in  1840,  Councillor 
Bracht  took  a  paternal  interest  in  the  Nursing  Sisters 
and  their  hospital.  He  was  founder,  patron,  and 
father  of  the  house,  teacher,  spiritual  director,  adviser, 
and  consoler  of  the  Sisters,  and  a  sympathetic  friend 
of  the  patients;  in  addition,  he  was  always  ready  to 
help  with  the  ceremonies  and  services  in  the  church. 
But  with  all  his  noble  aspirations  and  his  active  and 
charitable  zeal,  he  was  none  the  less  a  child  of  his 
age,  the  age  of  the  rationalists.  The  very  fact  that 
he,  a  priest,  could  become  a  Councillor  of  State  under 
the  Prussian  Government  does  not  speak  well  for  his 
loyalty  to  the  Church.  He  was  not  the  type  of  man 
to  train  the  Nursing  Sisters  in  a  truly  supernatural 
religious  spirit.  The  hospital  came  to  be  spoken  of 
familiarly  as  the  “  jolly  little  convent  on  the  Rhine.” 
The  portraits  of  the  old  Carmelite  nuns  still  hanging 
on  the  walls  might  have  looked  down  in  amazement 
on  the  scenes  of  merry-making  in  the  once  quiet 
cloisters,  sanctified  by  two  centuries  of  prayer. 

Unfortunately,  the  spirit  of  the  Nursing  Sisters  had 
already  suffered  severely,  almost  immediately  after 
their  establishment  in  the  seventeenth  century.  The 
reports  of  the  Ecclesiastical  Visitations  for  200  years 
complained  of  the  infraction  of  the  Rule  and  of  the 
Vows.  In  1685  the  Sisters  were  reprimanded  for  their 
unseemly  conduct.  A  hundred  years  later  we  find  the 
Superior  applying  to  the  Archbishop  of  Cologne  to 
send  someone  to  restore  peace  and  order,  and  to 
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“  save  the  convent  from  temporal  and,  what  was  even 
more  to  be  feared,  from  eternal  ruin.” 

The  Church  was  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  the 
civil  power,  but,  as  we  learn  from  the  reports  of  the 
Commissioner  of  Police,  matters  were  not  thereby 
improved.  This  state  of  things  continued  during  the 
first  half  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

The  archiepiscopal  Commissioner  for  Religious 
Communities,  Father  Urban  Rennen,  himself  a 
Capuchin  belonging  to  one  of  the  suppressed 
monasteries,  complained  bitterly  of  certain  stiff¬ 
necked  and  obstinate  nuns.  When  they  were  to  re¬ 
move  to  the  Carmelite  Convent,  they  gave  the  greatest 
trouble,  and  it  was  only  with  difficulty  that  the  change 
was  effected. 

A  series  of  unfavourable  circumstances  had  com¬ 
bined  to  bring  about  a  relaxation  of  all  religious 
discipline,  such  as  would  be  unthinkable  at  the  present 
time.  While  nursing  the  sick  in  their  own  homes  in 
the  town  and  outside  of  it,  the  Sisters  were  often 
absent  for  long  periods  from  the  shelter  of  the  con¬ 
vent.  They  frequently  also  undertook  long  begging 
expeditions.  All  this  was  the  more  injurious  to  their 
interior  life,  as  a  regular  novitiate  and  thorough 
religious  training  were  scarcely  possible  in  a  little 
Community  of  eight.  Sister  Elizabeth,  the  Superior 
w  o  was  elected  in  1839,  was  a  good  woman,  amiable 
and  pious,  but  she  had  neither  the  intelligence  nor 
the  energy  needed  in  order  to  train  the  Sisters  in  the 
spiritual  life.  So  they  were  wanting  altogether  in  the 
comprehension  of  what  religious  life  should  be. 

.  Then>  too,  they  kept  up  a  constant  and  familiar 
intercourse  with  the  lowest  ranks  of  the  people  from 
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whom  they  themselves  had  sprung.  It  was  most  un¬ 
fortunate,  under  all  these  unfavourable  circumstances, 
that  their  convent  was  completely  independent  and 
not  under  the  control  of  a  Mother  House.  A  reform 
would  of  necessity  have  to  come  from  outside,  and 
thus  would  be  certain  to  be  a  matter  of  great  difficulty. 

It  is  obvious  that  in  what  follows  we  must  look 
upon  the  Nursing  Sisters  not  as  Religious,  but  as 
secular  nurses  wearing  a  religious  habit. 

We  must  add  that  the  townsfolk  liked  them  as  be¬ 
longing  to  their  own  class,  and  the  poor  people  hardly 
noticed  faults  in  them  that  nowadays  would  be  very 
severely  criticised  in  lay  nurses  and  would  be 
intolerable  in  religious. 

This  state  of  affairs  remained  unchanged  until  1850. 
They  paid  attention  neither  to  Rules  nor  to  Vows, 
nor  had  they  any  understanding  of  fraternal  charity. 
Father  Griinmeyer  of  St  Andreas,  their  confessor,  was 
one  day  witness  that  they  did  not  shrink  even  from 
deeds  of  violence.  It  is  not  surprising  that  novices 
rarely  presented  themselves.  There  had  been  six 
Sisters  in  1650.  Two  hundred  years  later  there  were 
only  eight.  In  all  these  years  reform  had  proved  im¬ 
possible.  There  could  be  no  question  of  suppression, 
because  in  those  days  Congregations  devoted  to  the 
care  of  the  sick  were  only  in  process  of  formation  and 
it  would  have  been  impossible  to  replace  them  by 
other  Catholic  religious  nurses. 

What  a  grief  all  this  must  have  been  to  the 
Carmelite  Prioress  Electa  during  the  last  lonely 
twelve  years  of  her  life  !  She  was  obliged  to  be  a 
constant  witness  of  the  worldliness  of  these  Religious 
on  whom  she  was  entirely  dependent,  for  the  convent 
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and  all  that  belonged  to  it  had  been  handed  over  to 
the  Nursing  Sisters. 

Could  this  transformation  be  the  answer  to  all  her 
prayers,  vigils,  and  penances  ?  Had  she  herself  been 
deceived  when  she  had  consoled  her  daughters  and 
had  foretold  the  coming  of  an  active  Order  doing  good 
work  in  the  Carmelite  Convent? 

About  seven  years  after  her  death,  in  1850  and 
1851  it  was  arranged  by  Divine  Providence  that 
Canon  Habets  of  Li£ge,  the  co-founder  of  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross,  should  be  obliged  to  pass 
through  Diisseldorf.  He  was  already  aware  of  the 
state  of  the  hospital,  for  there  were  in  Li&ge  several 
Sisters  who  had  entered  there  but  had  left  without 
being  clothed,  as  so  many  others  had  done,  feeling 
unable  to  consecrate  their  lives  to  God  in  a  convent 
so  little  in  keeping  with  the  ideals  of  religious  life. 
These  Daughters  of  the  Cross  in  Li&ge  had  been 
storming  Heaven  on  behalf  of  the  unhappy  Diissel- 
dorf  Convent.  It  is  likely  that  Sister  Emilie,  who  was 
still  in  the  Mother  House,  animated  as  she  was  by  a 
truly  apostolic  spirit,  united  her  prayers  with  theirs 
for  this  intention. 

The  confessor  of  the  Nursing  Sisters,  Father 
Griinmeyer  of  St  Andreas,  appealed  to  Canon  Habets 
as  to  a  man  experienced  in  dealing  with  religious 
women,  and,  later  on,  Dean  Joesten,  of  St  Lambert’s, 
the  Ecclesiastical  Superior,  consulted  him  also  as  to 
the  ways  and  means  of  remedying  the  sad  state  of 
affairs. 

Meanwhile,  as  the  result  of  the  Visitation  of  Canon 
Trost,  the  Nursing  Sisters  had  given  their  word  that 
they  would  submit  in  all  humility  and  obedience  to 
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the  commands  of  the  Archbishop.  But  their  good  dis¬ 
position  did  not  stand  the  test  to  which  it  was  put  on 
March  11,  1852,  when  Dean  Joesten,  in  his  capacity 
as  Ecclesiastical  Superior,  made  known  to  them  the 
decision  of  Cardinal  von  Geissel.  The  Daughters  of 
the  Cross  were  to  take  over  the  work  of  the  hospital, 
the  Nursing  Sisters  continuing  to  care  for  the  sick  in 
their  own  homes  in  the  town,  while  the  two  Com¬ 
munities,  though  remaining  separate,  were  both  to 
live  in  the  Carmelite  convent.  This  plan  aroused 
much  bitterness  and  ill-feeling.  The  Nursing  Sisters 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  live  in  community  with  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross.  They  promised  to  obey  the 
new  Superior  and  wanted,  under  her  direction,  to 
work  with  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross  both  in  the 
hospital  and  in  the  town.  To  this  they  pledged  them¬ 
selves  in  a  formal  document  which  they  all  signed  and 
forwarded  to  the  Archbishop.  They  were,  however, 
not  sincere,  and  at  once  began  a  series  of  intrigues, 
carried  out  with  much  cunning  and  perseverance  and 
lasting  for  several  years. 

In  Li&ge  the  Superiors  of  the  Daughters  of  the 
Cross  became  gradually  aware  that  the  goodwill  of 
the  Nursing  Sisters  existed  only  on  paper,  and  that 
their  promised  submission  was  only  a  blind  to  satisfy 
the  diocesan  authorities  and  to  save  their  Community 
from  utter  extinction. 

Conscious  of  this,  Canon  Habets  and  Mother  Marie 
Th4r£se  had  decided  to  refuse  to  take  part  in  so  hope¬ 
less  an  undertaking  as  the  reform  of  such  an  institute. 
However,  at  the  last  moment,  when  the  cause  seemed 
lost,  a  curious  chain  of  circumstances  brought  the  affair 
to  a  successful  conclusion.  The  Convent  Annals  re- 
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mark  hopefully:  “We  must  say  that  the  Finger  of 
God  is  here.” 

In  consequence  of  the  peculiar  difficulty  of  the  case, 
the  success  of  the  enterprise  depended,  more  than  on 
anything  else,  on  the  character  of  the  Superior. 
Whoever  was  to  be  placed  at  the  head  of  the  work 
would  need  to  possess  a  rare  combination  of  tact  and 
kindness,  of  patience  and  energy;  she  must  know 
when  to  give  in  and  when  to  remain  firm.  The  Sister 
chosen  for  this  important  work  was  Sister  Emilie,  the 
young  Novice  Mistress  of  Aspel. 

How  great  would  be  the  trials  she  would  be  called 
upon  to  face,  does  not  seem  to  have  been  realised 
either  by  the  priests  in  Dusseldorf  or  by  the  Superiors 
in  tlfi&ge.  It  was  not  long,  however,  before  the 
magnitude  of  her  task  became  apparent. 

The  union  of  two  independent  and  isolated  Com¬ 
munities  of  religious  women  is  always  a  matter  of 
great  difficulty,  even  when  both  belong  to  the  same 
Congregation  and  both  are  fervent  and  well-regulated. 
Of  far  greater  difficulty  has  it  always  been  when  one 
of  them  has  needed  to  be  reformed.  In  the  present 
case  there  were  still  further  complications.  The  two 
Communities  were  as  different  in  spirit  as  they  could 
well  be.  The  Nursing  Sisters  had  a  general  Rule 
dating  from  the  Middle  Ages  and  had  lived  always 
in  independence  and  isolation.  The  Daughters  of  the 
Cross,  on  the  other  hand,  were  in  the  closest  touch 
with  their  Mother  House  and  their  Constitutions  were 
drawn  up  with  a  view  to  the  requirements  of  modern 
life  and  were  regulated  in  every  detail.  The  Nursing 
Sisters  all  belonged  to  the  same  class,  while  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross  distinguished  between  Choir 
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Sisters  and  Lay  Sisters  on  the  lines  laid  down  by  St 
Augustine,1  for  this  great  saint  wished  the  convent  to 
be  a  school  of  humility  for  rich  and  poor  alike  and 
not  for  the  one  at  the  expense  of  the  other. 

The  Diisseldorf  Sisters  had,  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
never  grasped  the  ideals  of  religious  life.  As  we  have 
already  remarked,  they  were  lay  nurses  dressed  in  the 
religious  habit — in  spirit  they  were  not  religious  at 
all,  while  the  Sisters  from  Li&ge  were  on  fire  with 
the  zeal  and  fervour  of  a  newly  founded  Congrega¬ 
tion. 

In  addition,  some  of  the  terms  of  the  agreement 
were  ambiguously  expressed  and  capable  of  bearing 
different  interpretations.  Then,  too,  the  ecclesiastical 
authorities  had  to  take  great  care  lest  a  complete 
change  of  Community  might  give  cause  for  the  con¬ 
fiscation  of  the  hospital  by  the  Prussian  Government. 
The  latter  had  expressly  stated  in  its  negotiations  that 
the  hospital  was  to  belong  to  the  Nursing  Sisters, 
although — or  perhaps  because — they  knew  what  these 
were  like  and  realised  that  the  state  of  affairs  could 
not  continue.  The  fear  was  only  too  well  founded  that 
the  Government  officials  were  thinking  of  handing 
over  the  hospital,  old  Catholic  property  though  it  was, 
to  the  Protestant  Deaconesses.  These  Deaconesses, 
whose  Mother  House  at  Kaiserswert,  near  Diisseldorf, 

1  “  Those  who  possessed  nothing  in  the  world  should  not  seek 
to  have  in  the  convent  what  they  would  have  had  to  do  without 
outside.  Nor  should  they  hold  their  head  the  higher  because 
they  are  associated  with  those  whom  they  would  not  have 
ventured  to  approach  in  the  world,  so  that  the  convents  may  not 
be  of  use  for  the  rich  only  and  not  for  the  poor,  as  they  would 
be,  if  the  rich  became  humble  and  the  poor  became  proud.” — 
Rule  of  St  Augustine. 
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had  been  founded  in  1836  by  Pastor  Fliedner,  were 
about  1850  becoming  very  prosperous.  They  enjoyed 
the  special  favour  of  the  King  and  were  warmly 
supported  by  the  Protestant  officials. 

Hence  it  was  certain  that  the  new  Superior  would 
have  an  important,  but  extraordinarily  difficult,  if  not 
impossible,  task  before  her,  and  that  she  would  have 
to  tread  in  very  deed  the  Way  of  the  Cross.  How 
well  it  is  that  we  cannot  always  foresee  what  the 
future  has  in  store  for  us  ! 


CHAPTER  VI 


THE  WAY  OF  THE  CROSS 

(1852) 


MEANWHILE,  although  she  had  been  but  a 
few  months  in  Aspel,  Sister  Emilie  had 
thrown  herself  heart  and  soul  into  her  work 
as  Mistress  of  Novices.  It  was  a  charge  that  was 
thoroughly  congenial  to  her.  Among  the  young 
Sisters  confided  to  her  there  were  souls  inspired  with 
the  loftiest  ideals  who  received  her  instructions  with 
youthful  enthusiasm  and  to  whom  the  earth  could 
offer  nothing  more  desirable  than  to  be  Daughters  of 
the  Cross  according  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 

The  news  of  her  appointment  as  Superior  of  the 
hospital  of  the  Nursing  Sisters  of  Diisseldorf  was  an 
utterly  unexpected  blow.  Aspel,  with  its  magnificent 
park,  its  long  avenue  of  limes,  its  lake  and  ponds,  is 
an  ideal  home  for  that  Paradise  of  a  Religious  Con¬ 
gregation,  the  Novitiate;  it  was  not  easy  to  leave  it. 
On  the  last  morning  when  she  said  good-bye  and  saw 
herself  surrounded  by  the  love  of  her  Sisters  and  the 
trust  of  her  novices,  Sister  Emilie  felt  convinced  that 
our  Lord  intended  her  to  be  in  very  truth  a  Daughter 
of  the  Cross. 

She  understood  still  better  all  that  she  had  left  be¬ 
hind  in  Aspel  when,  in  the  afternoon  of  that  same  day, 
on  her  arrival  with  three  other  Sisters  at  Diisseldorf, 
she  was  introduced  to  her  new  sphere  of  labour.  The 
only  person  Who  was  pleased  to  see  the  Religious  was 
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Dean  Joesten.  Before  his  ordination  he  had  been  an 
officer  of  Uhlans,  and,  like  a  true  knight,  he  supported 
Sister  Emilie  most  loyally  in  all  her  difficulties.  On 
this  occasion,  as  the  representative  of  the  Archbishop, 
he  assembled  both  the  old  Sisters  and  the  new  in  the 
refectory.  The  new  Superior  had  at  once  a  foretaste 
of  what  was  awaiting  her.  The  Dean  explained  the 
commands  of  the  Cardinal,  laid  down  the  regulations 
to  be  observed  by  the  Sisters  of  both  Congregations, 
and  defined  their  relations  with  the  new  Superior.  He 
added  some  words  of  appreciation  of  the  former 
Superior  and  of  her  Community.  But  the  latter  were 
so  uncontrolled  in  their  anger  that  they  interrupted 
the  Dean  before  he  had  finished  speaking  in  order  to 
give  vent  to  their  feelings  of  bitterness.  Sister 
Emilie  had  to  stand  by  while  they  treated  so  dis¬ 
respectfully  this  worthy  priest.  They  asked  whether 
their  Congregation  would  continue  to  exist  in  Diissel- 
dorf  and  whether  they  might  receive  novices.  As 
Ecclesiastical  Superior  he  had  never  done  anything 
for  them,  they  said;  he  had  left  them  in  the  lurch 
instead  of  doing  his  duty;  there  was  no  need  of 
strange  Sisters  from  outside.  One  of  the  Nursing 
Sisters  fainted  and  had  to  be  carried  out.  It  was  an 
indescribable  scene  that  our  poor  Sister  Emilie  had 
to  witness  !  The  Dean,  who  had  formerly  led  brilliant 
cavalry  charges,  was  at  his  wits’  end  here;  for  the 
moment  it  seemed  to  him  impossible  to  calm  these 
turbulent  spirits,  so  he  told  the  Sisters  to  disperse  and 
himself  left  the  refectory. 

Poor  young  Superior!  How  it  must  have  pierced 
her  to  the  heart  in  that  first  hour  to  realise  what  her 
life’s  work  was  to  be  !  The  cross  must  have  been  all 
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the  more  painful  for  her  to  bear  as  from  her  very 
childhood  she  had  practised  a  thoughtful  considera¬ 
tion  for  others  and  a  tender  kindness  and  charity  to¬ 
wards  all. 

The  horror  she  felt  at  having  such  unworthy 
Religious  as  her  Sisters  and  her  subjects  must  have 
been  all  the  greater  in  proportion  to  the  loftiness  of 
her  conception  of  the  vocation  of  a  consecrated  virgin 
and  spouse  of  Christ.  In  Li£ge,  under  the  personal 
direction  of  the  saintly  foundress,  and  again  in  Aspel, 
she  had  grown  accustomed  to  see  her  ideals  realised. 
Now  she  could  see  what  a  life  of  suffering  she  would 
be  called  upon,  as  Superior,  to  lead.  But  what  she 
had  as  yet  no  inkling  of  was  the  manner  in  which 
Jesus  would  strengthen  his  crucified  spouse  by  means 
of  extraordinary  graces. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  eighteenth  century,  when 
a  vain  attempt  had  been  made  to  reform  the  Diissel- 
dorf  Sisters,  the  magistrates,  on  the  recommendation 
of  the  police  inspector,  ordered  that  the  “  refractory 
Religious,  who  had  been  imprisoned,  should  be  given 
bread  and  water  every  other  day,  instead  of  twice  a 
week,  until  they  submitted.”  In  1785,  the  Ecclesi¬ 
astical  Superior  wrote  to  the  Elector,  the  Archbishop 
of  Cologne,  telling  him  of  his  gratitude  to  the  civil 
authorities  for  the  assistance  they  had  given  in 
coercing  the  nuns  who  would  not  be  controlled  by 
religious  obedience. 

Dean  Joesten  tried  a  better  plan.  As  soon  as  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross  arrived,  he  put  both  Com¬ 
munities  into  retreat  as  a  preparation  for  the  work  of 
reform.  It  was  the  first  time  the  unhappy  Nursing 
Sisters  had  ever  made  the  Spiritual  Exercises. 
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Five  years  earlier,  in  1847,  the  Radical  Government 
had  succeeded  in  driving  the  Jesuits  out  of  Switzer¬ 
land.  The  revolution  of  1848  had,  to  some  extent, 
broken  the  fetters  that  bound  the  Church  in  Germany 
and  thus  opened  for  the  Society  of  Jesus  a  new  and 
important  field  of  labour.  The  Fathers  began  a  most 
fruitful  period  of  apostolic  work  by  giving  retreats 
and  missions.  One  of  the  best-known  of  the  mission¬ 
aries  was  Father  Werttemberg,  a  man  of  ascetical 
habits  and  possessed  of  great  experience  in  the 
spiritual  life.  He  died  in  Rome  in  the  odour  of 
sanctity  in  1882.  He  it  was  who  was  entrusted  by  his 
Superiors  with  the  difficult  task  of  giving  the  Spiritual 
Exercises  for  the  first  time  in  the  Dusseldorf  hospital. 
In  1851,  the  previous  year,  he  had  given  the  retreat 
in  Aspel,  and  on  that  occasion  had  learned  to  know 
and  appreciate  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross.  He  was 
already  acquainted  with  Sister  Emilie,  who,  as  Novice 
Mistress,  had  given  him  an  account  of  the  state  of 
her  soul. 

The  Exercises  of  St  Ignatius,  given  by  a  man  so 
experienced  in  the  spiritual  life,  had  their  wonted 
effect.  On  the  first  day,  indeed,  when  he  was  treating 
of  the  end  of  man,  the  conduct  of  the  Nursing  Sisters 
left  much  to  be  desired.  But  later,  when  the  great 
truths  of  faith  in  logical  sequence  were  hour  by  hour 
put  before  them,  sin  was  disclosed  to  them  in  all  its 
hideousness  and  malice;  the  four  Last  Things  made 
their  appeal  to  the  heart;  then  the  figure  of  Christ 
was  shown  them,  inviting  all  to  follow  him ;  the  bitter 
Passion  of  our  Lord,  inciting  to  a  life  of  generous 
self-sacrifice;  the  glorious  Resurrection,  reminding 
them  of  the  magnificent  reward  which  unites  the 
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consecrated  virgin  with  our  Lord  in  Heaven,  and 
lastly,  the  meditation  on  the  Love  of  God,  the  com¬ 
plete  surrender  of  the  soul  to  God  in  the  Suscipe  of 
St  Ignatius.  In  most  of  the  hearts  the  ice  was 
broken.  The  old  Carmelite  Church  could  tell  us 
how,  during  the  retreat,  Sister  Emilie  was  storming 
Heaven. 

Even  before  the  end  of  the  Exercises  four  of  the  old 
Sisters,  moved  by  the  truths  that  were  being  unfolded 
before  them,  came  to  their  new  Superior  and  told  her 
that  they  really  intended  to  submit  entirely  to  her  in 
anything  she  might  require  of  them. 

She  explained  to  them  the  importance  of  keeping 
the  Vow  of  Poverty  as  a  safeguard  of  other  religious 
virtues.  Thereupon  the  poor  Sisters  agreed  to  clear 
out  from  their  cells  all  that  was  superfluous  and  set 
to  work  to  do  so.  In  one  cell  alone  there  were  enough 
things  to  stock  a  convent ! 

Before  the  retreat  was  over  these  four  asked  to  be 
received  as  Daughters  of  the  Cross.  This  was  a 
promising  beginning,  but  what  about  the  remaining 
four  ?  The  ex-Superior,  who  had  ruled  the  House  for 
so  long,  said  that  she  was  too  old  for  such  changes, 
but  she  was  a  good-natured  soul,  and  gave  Sister 
Emilie  no  trouble.  One  of  the  others  who  seemed  com¬ 
pletely  lacking  in  all  religious  spirit  gradually 
changed  after  the  retreat,  and,  under  the  influence  of 
her  young  Superior,  began  to  lead  quite  a  new  life, 
clinging  more  and  more  closely  to  the  Daughters  of 
the  Cross.  She  allowed  herself  to  be  guided  like  a 
child  by  Sister  Emilie  and  wept  bitterly  at  the  thought 
of  her  past  life.  Without  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross, 
she  used  to  say,  she  would  have  been  lost,  body  and 
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soul,  in  time  and  in  eternity.  Divine  grace  had  made 
a  conquest  of  her. 

There  remained,  however,  two  Sisters  who  held 
aloof  and  obstinately  refused  to  allow  themselves  to 
be  influenced  for  good  by  their  Superior.  All  the 
same,  the  latter  could  now  look  hopefully  towards  the 
future,  while  thanking  God  for  the  great  success  with 
which  he  had  in  so  short  a  time  crowned  her  work. 
But  her  joy  was  short  lived.  All  her  hopes  were  soon 
to  be  shattered  by  those  on  whose  support  she  was 
relying,  by  the  Ecclesiastical  Superiors  in  Cologne, 
and  by  the  priests  in  Diisseldorf. 


CHAPTER  VII 
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WE  have  seen,  that,  as  a  result  of  the  retreat, 
half  of  the  Nursing  Sisters  wished  to  enter 
the  Congregation  of  the  Daughters  of  the 
Cross.  If  this  wish  was  granted,  Sister  Emilie’s 
authority  would  be  strengthened  and  the  work  of  re¬ 
form  would  be  very  much  easier,  seeing  that  the 
Nursing  Sisters  would  then  be  in  a  very  small 
minority.  The  Dean  himself  undertook  to  go  to 
Cologne  to  negotiate  the  affair,  thinking  that  in  this 
way  all  would  be  more  quickly  arranged.  He  was 
soon  undeceived.  The  matter  could  not  be  so  easily 
settled,  he  was  told ;  there  were  grave  obstacles  in 
the  way.  The  Government  had  made  over  the  convent 
and  its  appurtenances  to  the  Nursing  Sisters  as  a  Com¬ 
munity  ;  if  they  ceased  to  exist  as  such,  it  was  to  be 
feared  that  the  property  would  be  handed  over  to  the 
Protestant  Deaconesses.  Three  years  before  this  time 
a  Protestant  Hospital  had  been  opened  in  opposition 
to  the  one  in  the  Carmelite  Convent,  and  as  it  was 
much  too  small,  its  supporters  were  anxious  to  see  it 
established  in  the  more  commodious  Catholic  quarters. 
They  would  gladly  make  use  of  any  loophole  given 
them  to  obtain  possession  of  it;  they  were  certain,  in 
doing  so,  to  secure  the  support  of  the  anti-Catholic 
administration.  It  was  in  this  same  year  that  Cardinal 
Geissel,  writing  to  Canon  Trost,  the  Commissioner 
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of  Religious  Houses  in  the  archdiocese  about  these 
same  Protestant  officials,  said  :  “You  know  what  we 
have  to  expect  from  them — never  anything  good !” 

This  explains  the  formal  answer  sent  by  the  authori¬ 
ties  in  Cologne,  which  was  to  shatter  at  one  blow  all 
the  hopes  of  the  Superior.  The  letter  was  dated 
September  21,  1852. 

“However  pleasing  it  may  be  to  us  to  learn 
from  your  letter  that  the  reform  of  your  convent 
has  begun  so  well,  we  must  warn  you  that  it 
is  not  in  accordance  with  the  intentions  of  His 
Eminence,  the  Lord  Cardinal  Archbishop  von  Geissel, 
to  allow  the  former  Community  to  be  entirely  dis¬ 
solved  and  broken  up,  and  that  he  cannot  permit  this. 
The  consequences  that  might  follow  from  such  a  dis¬ 
solution  must  be  considered.  Nothing,  however, 
hinders  the  former  Sisters  from  living  in  community 
with  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross,  as  they  desire  to  do, 
and  uniting  with  them  as  closely  as  possible.  The 
novice,  on  the  other  hand,  may  receive  the  habit  of 
the  Daughters  of  the  Cross ;  the  other  two  may  make 
their  novitiate  with  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross,  but, 
for  grave  reasons,  they  must  keep  their  present  habit. 
The  fourth  Sister,  who  has  already  made  perpetual 
vows,  does  not  seem  able  to  make  her  novitiate,  since 
she  has  made  perpetual  vows.” 

This  document  was,  in  its  way,  a  diplomatic  master¬ 
piece.  It  kept  the  hospital  in  Catholic  hands,  while 
at  the  same  time  making  the  further  reform  of  the 
Nursing  Sisters  possible  by  allowing  those  who  were 
young  enough  to  be  trained,  to  begin  their  novitiate 
with  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross.  But  the  simple,  un¬ 
cultured  Nursing  Sisters,  especially  those  who  were 
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opposed  to  reform,  completely  misunderstood  the 
meaning  of  the  Cardinal’s  words. 

They  gathered  from  it  that  the  Daughters  of  the 
Cross  had  been  invited  to  stay  for  only  one  year,  that 
they  would  not  be  allowed  to  stay  longer,  and  that  the 
government  would  soon  pass  again  into  the  hands 
of  the  Nursing  Sisters.  The  ex-Mistress  of  Novices, 
who  had  resolutely  opposed  the  reform  of  the  con¬ 
vent,  and,  by  her  cunning  and  crafty  character,  had 
given  Sister  Emilie  more  trouble  than  the  others,  re¬ 
ceived  a  severe  reprimand  from  the  authorities.  She 
was  warned  that  if  she  continued  her  intrigues  and 
refused  to  submit,  she  would  be  sent  away.  The  only 
effect  of  this  was  that  her  opposition  was  no  longer 
quite  so  open.  She  asked  the  Superior  more  often  for 
advice,  paid  her  little  attentions  and  continued  to  plot 
against  her,  though  rather  more  cautiously.  She  found 
a  ready  tool  in  the  chaplain,  who  gave  her  full 
support. 

This  chaplain  was  another  great  obstacle  to  the 
carrying  out  of  the  reform.  He  officiated  in  the  con¬ 
vent  chapel  and  also  in  the  hospital.  His  priestly 
character  was  irreproachable,  but  he  was  not  suited 
for  such  a  post.  He  was,  we  may  say,  a  child  of  the 
house.  As  a  poor  boy  he  had  been  assisted  by  the 
Carmelites  to  study  for  the  priesthood,  and  after  his 
ordination  he  was  appointed  to  their  church.  Later 
on,  he  became  parish  priest  of  Gerresheim,  but  can 
hardly  have  succeeded  in  making  himself  loved  by  his 
parishioners,  since  in  1848  they  had  driven  him  away 
from  the  town.  He  then  returned  to  Dusseldorf  and 
managed  to  re-instal  himself  in  his  former  post,  going 
so  far  as  to  take  up  his  abode  in  the  convent.  It 
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speaks  well  for  the  insight  of  the  Dean  that  from  the 
very  beginning  he  had  warned  Sister  Emilie  to  be  on 
her  guard  with  this  man  as  also  with  the  Mistress  of 
Novices. 

The  chaplain,  as  well  as  his  mother  and  his  sister, 
who  kept  house  for  him,  went  freely  all  over  the  con¬ 
vent,  meddled  with  everything,  and  gave  their  orders 
to  the  Sisters  independently  of  all  authority.  All  this 
was  quite  incompatible  with  the  Rule  of  the  Daugh¬ 
ters  of  the  Cross,  and,  indeed,  with  all  religious  dis¬ 
cipline  in  general.  As  the  Superior  was  obliged  to 
secure  the  observance  of  both,  she  soon  added  the 
chaplain  and  his  adherents  to  the  number  of  her 
enemies.  His  apartments  were  very  frequently  visited 
by  the  recalcitrant  Nursing  Sisters.  There  they  forged 
their  plans  for  undermining  the  influence  of  the 
Superior  and  for  making  it  impossible  for  her  to  carry 
out  her  work  of  reform.  The  chaplain  managed  to 
prejudice  even  Father  Griinmeyer,  the  confessor, 
against  Sister  Emilie.  He,  too,  now  began  to  side 
with  the  Nursing  Sisters,  although  he  had  been 
amongst  the  most  urgent  in  imploring  the  Daughters 
of  the  Cross  to  take  up  their  heavy  work  in 
Dusseldorf. 

There  lived  in  the  convent  yet  another  priest,  the 
aged  Professor  Hagemann,  who  had  formerly  been 
the  chaplain  of  the  house.  A  man  of  good  and  noble 
character,  he  was  much  esteemed  by  pious  persons. 
At  first  he  had  been  very  friendly  with  the  Daughters 
of  the  Cross,  and  the  Superior  had  received  from  him 
in  her  sufferings  and  crosses  both  consolation  and 
encouragement.  He  also  was  influenced  by  the  chap¬ 
lain,  and  soon  the  Sisters  could  do  nothing  that  would 


FRUSTRATED  HOPES  57 

satisfy  him.  He  would  no  longer  take  his  meals  in  the 
convent,  but  preferred  to  go  out  to  a  restaurant.  Ill- 
natured  gossip  spread  the  news  round  Diisseldorf  and 
laid  the  blame  for  it  all  on  Sister  Emilie.  His  con¬ 
fessor,  the  worthy  Father  Binterim,  who  did  not  know 
the  Daughters  of  the  Cross,  was  misinformed  by  the 
chaplain  also  and  openly  took  the  part  of  the  Nursing 
Sisters,  encouraging  the  old  Professor  to  do  the  same. 
The  Sisters  sent  him  a  written  complaint  against  their 
new  Superior,  full  of  falsehoods  and  misrepresenta¬ 
tions.  This  document  he  forwarded  to  the  Cardinal. 
Sister  Emilie  had  to  drain  her  chalice  to  the  dregs. 
To  all  appearance  she  was  abandoned  by  everyone, 
deprived  of  every  support  and  betrayed  by  the  Sisters 
of  her  own  convent. 

On  November  25,  1852,  she  wrote  to  the  Mother 
House  : 

“  For  some  days  past  I  have  not  been  well.  If  I 
can  only  get  through  my  work  I  shall  be  satisfied. 
That  is  the  important  thing.  The  Dean  received 
instructions  from  Cologne  to  question  Sister  Frances 
in  the  presence  of  Father  Griinmeyer  as  to  the  letter 
to  Father  Binterim.  Since  then  she  has  had  several 
violent  attacks  of  the  nerves.  She  screamed  so  loud 
that  they  could  hear  her  in  the  street.  After  that  she 
did  not  speak  a  word  for  some  days,  and  seemed  to  be 
in  the  blackest  melancholy.  Sister  Martha,  no  doubt, 
had  been  told  all  about  it,  for  she  was  very  much 
upset  on  the  same  day  and  has  had  epileptic  fits  every 
day  since.  You  can  imagine,  Reverend  Mother,  how 
bad  this  is  for  the  others  who  are  still  so  weak  in 
virtue.  We  can  say  that  the  evil  one  has  done  his  best 
to  destroy  the  work  here.  Professor  Hagemann 
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behaves  very  strangely  to  us.  He  says  openly  that 
things  cannot  continue  to  go  on  like  this.  He  is  dis¬ 
pleased  with  the  Dean,  and  says,  if  he  had  done  his 
duty,  there  would  have  been  no  need  to  call  in  other 
Sisters.  He  shows  quite  plainly  how  sorry  he  is  that 
we  are  here.  The  chaplain,  Sister  Frances,  and  Sister 
Martha  are  often  with  him.  To-day  he  has  driven 
with  the  chaplain  to  Neuss,  and,  would  you  believe 
it,  he  told  Sister  Martha  to  accompany  them,  which, 
of  course,  I  did  not  allow.  When  Sister  Teresa  was 
ill,  he  sent  his  maid  to  her  cell  every  day  with  soup, 
although  she  was  being  most  carefully  nursed  by  one 
of  our  Sisters.  He  certainly  thinks  that  we  are  most 
to  blame.  The  Dean  is  every  day  expecting  to  hear 
something  decisive  from  Cologne,  and,  indeed,  it  is 
most  necessary.  There  is  a  report  in  the  town  that 
we  want  to  drive  away  the  chaplain.  Father  Griin- 
meyer  visits  him  every  evening,  and  the  two  seem  to 
be  close  friends.  You  see,  dear  Mother,  that  our 
Saviour  is  giving  us  a  small  particle  of  his  Cross. 
But  if  God  is  with  us,  what  can  harm  us?  O  dear, 
dear  Mother,  how  much  easier  does  the  struggle 
become  when  we  have  Jesus  as  our  model  and  sup¬ 
port.  To  me,  nothing  is  so  sad  as  to  see  souls  who 
might  be  so  happy  and  will  not  and  who  are  always 
resisting  grace.” 

This  letter  shows  us  how  difficult  the  position  of  the 
Superior  had  become,  and  it  also  shows  by  what  noble 
and  supernatural  principles  she  was  animated. 

In  addition  to  the  trials  caused  her  by  the  inmates 
of  the  house  there  were  added  trials  from  without. 
The  townsfolk  had  always  been  in  close  touch  with 
the  Nursing  Sisters  and  they  naturally  judged  the 
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Daughters  of  the  Cross  and  their  Superior  from  the 
point  of  view  of  the  former,  especially  as  they  saw 
them  supported  by  so  many  priests  of  good  standing. 
Accordingly  Sister  Emilie  met  with  opposition  on  all 
sides.  The  difference  between  the  Sisters  of  the  two 
Congregations  was  very  striking.  The  Daughters  of 
the  Cross  were  blamed  because  they  never  went  out 
unaccompanied  and  because  they  might  take  no  more 
than  a  cup  of  coffee  when  they  watched  at  night  by 
the  sick.  The  good  folks  of  Diisseldorf  could  see  no 
reason  for  such  precautions,  and  they  disliked  them 
accordingly,  just  as  much  as  they  disliked  the  reserved 
bearing  of  the  Sisters.  So  the  Nursing  Sisters  had 
their  fullest  sympathy,  and  they  were  most  indignant 
at  what  they  considered  as  an  attempt  to  supersede 
them. 

This  was  not  all  that  Sister  Emilie  had  to  bear,  for 
she  was  overwhelmed  with  work  and  in  bad  health, 
often  actually  ill.  She  must  have  broken  down 
altogether  but  for  her  unshakable  trust  in  God  and 
her  zeal  for  his  glory,  which  alone  she  sought  in  the 
salvation  of  souls.  In  spite  of  everything,  she  fulfilled 
all  the  duties  of  her  office  with  such  care  and  skill  that 
those  around  her,  eager  as  they  were  to  find  fault, 
could  not  reproach  her  with  anything  of  the  smallest 
importance.  She  was  always  patient,  calm,  and  kind. 
God  increased  her  graces  in  proportion  to  her  trials ; 
he  led  her,  guided,  and  protected  her. 

The  Dean  alone  remained  her  loyal  and  faithful 
friend.  He  made  repeated  representations  to  the  Car¬ 
dinal,  begging  for  the  removal  of  the  chaplain,  but 
nothing  was  done  and  apparently  no  notice  was  taken. 
The  reason  of  this  is  not  far  to  seek.  The  chaplain  had 
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many  friends  at  the  archiepiscopal  court,  and  they 
explained  that  he  was  acting  in  the  truest  interests  of 
the  hospital  in  thus  encouraging  the  opposition  to  the 
Superior  and  “protecting,”  as  they  called  it,  the 
Nursing  Sisters. 

Meanwhile,  the  two  recalcitrant  Sisters  continued 
to  work  in  secret  to  make  the  reform  impossible,  and 
unfortunately  they  were  to  a  certain  extent  successful. 

Sister  Emilie,  in  a  letter  to  Canon  Habets,  writes  : 

“  The  two  Sisters  have  now  gained  over  Sister 
Monica,  who  has  recently  been  like  a  raging  lion.  She 
says  that  her  eyes  have  been  opened,  and  that  she 
will  no  longer  allow  herself  to  be  deceived  by  us.  She 
gives  me  just  as  much  pain  now  as  before  she  gave 
me  consolation.  She  seems  literally  to  hate  me.  She 
says  this  convent  belongs  to  them  ;  we  have  only  been 
sent  here  to  teach  them,  and  now  we  are  no  longer 
wanted  and  can  go  back  where  we  came  from.  They 
want  a  Superior  of  their  own  Congregation,  not  of 
another  one,  and  especially  of  one  recently  estab¬ 
lished  ;  and  they  have  to  work  for  us  !  Soon,  however, 
they  would  be  their  own  mistresses  and  rule  them¬ 
selves.” 

It  must  have  been  a  continual  martyrdom  for  the 
tender-hearted  Sister  Emilie  to  be  obliged  to  live 
among  Religious  who  would  not  respond  in  any  way 
to  all  her  love  and  motherly  care. 

Yet  another  cross  was  to  be  added.  She  was  over¬ 
whelmed  with  work,  as  we  have  said,  and  for  a  long 
time  no  extra  help  was  sent  her  from  Li&ge.  At  last 
a  novice  from  Aspel  arrived,  who  was  to  relieve  her 
of  some  of  her  work.  This  novice  fell  ill  with  typhus, 
and  for  a  whole  month  lay  between  life  and  death. 
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A  Sister  had  to  watch  night  and  day  at  her  bedside, 
and  the  work  of  the  Sisters  was  greatly  increased 
instead  of  being  lessened.  But  this  fresh  trouble  only 
served  to  bring  into  greater  relief  the  strength  of 
character  of  Sister  Emilie,  whose  trust  in  God 
increased  with  each  new  trial.  Her  confidence  was 
rewarded.  Father  Griinmeyer,  in  his  visits  to  the 
patient,  was  able  to  observe  the  Daughters  of  the 
Cross  and  their  Superior  more  closely,  and  his 
opinion  of  them  completely  changed.  He  learned  to 
appreciate  the  heroic  virtues  of  the  latter,  and,  long 
after,  he  confessed  that  he  had  not  thought  anyone 
could  be  so  happy  in  the  convent  as  he  had  found 
this  novice  in  all  her  sufferings  face  to  face  with  death. 


CHAPTER  VIII 


THE  TURN  OF  THE  TIDE 

(1853—1855) 


MEANWHILE,  in  spite  of  the  representa¬ 
tions  of  the  Dean,  no  answer  was  received 
from  the  authorities  in  Cologne.  The  reason 
of  this  was  not  known  till  later.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  priest  whose  charge  it  was  to  look  after  the  affairs 
of  the  convents  was  for  months  on  end  away  in  Berlin, 
as  deputy  to  the  Landtag,  and  his  substitute  was 
afraid  to  deal  with  such  a  difficult  case.  At  last  Canon 
Habets  wrote  decisively  to  the  Dean  telling  him  to 
ask  the  Cardinal’s  permission  for  the  Daughters  of 
the  Cross  to  withdraw  from  DUsseldorf,  as  he  did  not 
wish  to  sacrifice  them  where  there  was  no  prospect  of 
success. 

The  threat  was  enough.  The  Dean  went  himself  to 
Cologne,  and  energetic  measures  were  taken.  The 
Nursing  Sisters  had  thought  that  the  silence  of  the 
authorities  was  a  sign  that  they  had  their  support. 
Now  they  were  completely  undeceived  on  the  point, 
though  not  on  that  account  any  more  disposed  to 
submit.  When  the  Dean  made  known  to  them  the 
reproofs  of  the  Cardinal,  there  was  a  repetition  of  the 
scenes  that  had  taken  place  on  Sister  Emilie’s  arrival. 
If  the  Cardinal  would  not  do  justice  to  them,  they 
declared,  they  would  appeal  to  the  King  or  to  the 
Pope. 
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Sister  Emilie’s  first  year  in  Diisseldorf  had  been 
rich  in  crosses  and  in  sufferings ;  she  had  experienced 
little  but  disappointments  and  failure.  Now  at  last 
she  was  to  have  a  great  joy  accorded  her. 

The  three  Sisters  who  had  joined  the  Daughters  of 
the  Cross  had  made  their  novitiate  under  her  skilful 
guidance.  In  spite  of  all  inducements  they  had 
remained  faithful.  On  June  16,  1853,  with  the  per¬ 
mission  of  the  Cardinal,  they  were  allowed  to  make 
their  vows,  and  at  the  same  time  to  receive  the  habit 
of  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross.  In  this  way,  the 
number  of  the  latter  was  raised  to  nine,  while  that 
of  the  Nursing  Sisters  was  reduced  to  five.  They  were 
obliged  to  see  that  their  cause  was  hopeless;  this, 
however,  only  raised  their  anger  to  its  highest  point. 
On  the  day  of  the  ceremony,  when  Canon  Habets 
received  the  vows,  they  remained  in  sullen  silence,  but 
on  the  following  day  the  storm  broke.  The  sorely  tried 
Superior  wrote  to  Li&ge  that  she  had  never  spent  so 
terrible  a  day. 

The  five  remaining  Nursing  Sisters  prepared  in 
all  secrecy  one  last  formal  impassioned  complaint 
against  their  Superior  to  be  forwarded  to  the  Cardinal. 
This  document  so  angered  the  Cardinal  that  he  said 
they  might  go  to  Berlin  or  to  Potsdam  if  they  wished 
— he  wanted  no  more  of  them  in  Diisseldorf.  The 
Dean  must  tell  them  formally  that  the  coming  retreat 
was  the  very  last  grace  that  would  be  offered  them. 
The  Sisters  received  the  news  quietly,  to  all  appear¬ 
ance,  but  in  reality  three  of  them  were  still  resisting 
the  Voice  of  God  that  was  calling  them  so  clearly. 
Most  obstinate  of  all  was  the  former  Mistress  of 
Novices,  who  had  been  the  ringleader  of  all  the 
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opposition ;  but  her  power  was  broken  when  at 
length  in  November  the  chaplain  was  removed.  He 
was  replaced  in  December,  i853>  as  rector  of  the 
church  by  Father  von  der  Burg,  who  proved  a  true 
friend  to  Sister  Emilie.  The  confessor,  Father  Griin- 
meyer,  who  had  forfeited  the  confidence  of  everyone, 
was  also  changed,  and  in  his  stead  one  of  the  recently 
established  Franciscan  Fathers  was  appointed  as  the 
ordinary  confessor  to  the  Community.  In  the  town, 
too,  public  opinion  was  becoming  more  and  more 
favourable  to  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross  and  to  their 
holy  Superior. 

Then  a  fresh  blow  fell !  One  of  the  Nursing  Sisters, 
who,  at  her  earnest  entreaty,  had  received  the  habit 
of  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross,  declared,  a  few  months 
later,  that  she  intended  to  leave  the  convent  and  return 
to  the  world.  The  unhappy  creature  had  already 
broken  her  vows.  This  came  as  a  thunderbolt  to 
Sister  Emilie.  Of  all  the  crosses  she  had  to  bear  this 
was  the  heaviest,  and  in  every  way  the  most  painful. 
For  the  Nursing  Sisters  it  was  a  triumph,  and  it  had 
a  bad  effect,  also,  on  the  others  who  had  joined  the 
new  Congregation.  The  Sister  who  had  deserted  her 
post  so  suddenly  was  organist  and  dispenser,  and 
in  both  her  charges  she  had  to  be  replaced.  The 
Superior  herself  became  responsible  for  the  music  in 
the  chapel,  and  the  doctor,  a  good  friend  of  the 
Sisters,  undertook  to  train  one  of  them  in  dispensing. 

The  most  painful  part  of  the  affair  was  that  the 
good-natured  old  Professor  Hagemann,  who  was  still 
living  in  the  convent,  took  the  deserter  into  his 
service,  so  that  she  remained  in  the  house  as  a  secular. 
This  was  an  intolerable  situation,  and  the  Dean  for- 
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bade  the  old  gentleman  to  keep  the  woman.  But  the 
Professor  would  not  send  her  away,  and  in  his  anger, 
in  spite  of  his  eighty  years,  he  left  the  convent  with 
her  and  hired  apartments  near  by.  The  woman  he 
was  now  sheltering  ended  her  life  in  poverty  and 
shame. 

But  divine  Providence  was  watching  over  the  Com¬ 
munity  throughout  this  heavy  trial,  as  we  may  see 
from  a  letter  written  about  this  time  to  the  Superiors 
in  Li&ge.  On  January  25,  1854,  Sister  Emilie  wrote, 
referring  to  the  new  Franciscan  confessor  :  “  Rev. 
Father  Higidius  has  often  encouraged  me.  He  told 
me  that  it  will  be  good  for  us  that  the  Sister  has  left, 
especially  as  Professor  Hagemann  has  gone  also.  To 
his  joy  he  was  able  to  tell  me  that  our  Sisters  are 
angels  rather  than  human  beings,  and  that  he  con¬ 
siders  himself  fortunate  in  being  their  confessor.  The 
Cardinal  says  that  it  was  well  to  let  Professor  Hage¬ 
mann  and  the  ex-Sister  go.  He  wants  us  to  try  with 
kindness  and  firmness  to  win  the  Nursing  Sisters,  and 
says  that  we  may  always  use  his  name.” 

Now  that  the  chief  obstacles  were  removed,  the 
Superior  could  turn  more  hopefully  to  the  work  that 
was  nearest  her  heart — the  conversion  of  the  Nursing 
Sisters.  In  her  zeal  for  their  souls  she  redoubled  her 
prayers  and  penances,  her  love  and  her  care  for 
them.  She  received  back  into  Community  life  the 
guilty  Sisters  who  had  been  excluded  from  it  by  the 
ecclesiastical  authorities ;  she  forgot  the  past,  and 
treated  all  alike  as  her  own  Sisters. 

Above  all  did  she  seek  the  help  of  prayer.  Late 
into  the  night  did  she  kneel  on  the  steps  of  the  altar, 
imploring  grace  and  mercy  for  those  who  persistently 
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put  an  evil  interpretation  on  all  her  actions,  and  who 
did  their  best  to  hinder  her  every  undertaking. 

Her  resolutions  after  the  retreat  of  1854  give  an 
insight  into  her  dispositions  :  “I  will  work  at  be¬ 
coming  all  to  all  in  order  to  win  all  to  the  Lord.  With 
the  Sisters  I  will  be  especially  affectionate,  will  com¬ 
fort  the  sorrowing,  and  lovingly  and  compassionately 
will  raise  up  those  who  fall.  In  spirit  I  will  place 
myself  always  at  the  feet  of  the  Sisters,  and  consider 
myself  the  last  of  all.  For  the  love  of  Jesus,  I  will 
always  be  ready  to  serve  the  Sisters  in  word  and 
deed.” 

Her  dignified  reserve,  so  quiet,  gentle,  and  serious, 
her  distinguished  bearing  and  noble  mien  did  not 
fail  to  impress  the  recalcitrant  Sisters,  especially  as 
all  was  accompanied  by  the  greatest  amiability,  and 
her  pleasant  smile  betokened  the  true  kindness  of  her 
heart. 

In  those  trying  days,  those  who  observed  her  more 
closely  noticed  that  she  seemed  to  be  trying  to  hide 
the  pain  she  was  feeling.  Apart  from  the  reports  that 
of  necessity  she  was  obliged  to  give,  she  never 
mentioned  the  injuries  done  her,  nor  referred  to  the 
slanders  that  were  current.  When  she  was  forced  to 
speak  she  showed  neither  emotion  nor  bitterness, 
only  pity.  She  suffered  most  of  all  because  these 
worldly-minded  Religious  were  insulting  God  in  his 
own  House  by  their  unworthy  conduct,  and  were 
making  so  little  use  of  the  graces  he  was  offering 
them.  It  mattered  little  to  her  that  they  despised  her 
kindness,  and  showed  her  no  gratitude.  Father 
Griinmeyer  often  noticed  a  tear  of  compassion  in  her 
eyes  and  a  quiet  glance  heavenwards  when  he  spoke 
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to  her  of  the  unhappy  state  of  affairs.  The  very 
Nursing  Sisters  themselves  were  obliged  to  acknow¬ 
ledge  the  gentleness,  calm,  and  motherly  affection  of 
their  new  Superior,  even  if  they  were  unwilling  to 
understand  her  religious  gravity  and  immovable  firm¬ 
ness  when  the  re-establishment  of  convent  discipline 
was  concerned. 

The  old  Superior  had  often  spoken  of  this  loving 
kindness  to  her  former  subjects,  and  the  latter,  how¬ 
ever  unwilling  to  own  it,  did  not  dare  to  contradict 
what  she  said ;  this  was  in  itself  a  striking  testimony 
to  the  goodness  of  heart  of  Sister  Emilie.  But  when¬ 
ever  one  of  them  was  ill  or  suffering,  and  thus  was 
brought  into  closer  contact  with  her  Superior,  she 
made  fresh  proofs  of  the  tender  affection  and  deep 
sympathy  of  that  loving  heart,  and  was  obliged  to 
confess  it  to  her  own  confusion. 

Sister  Emilie  would  often  have  yielded  to  the  elder 
Sisters  had  not  her  conscience,  her  care  for  their 
spiritual  welfare,  and  her  anxiety  for  the  whole  con¬ 
vent  held  her  back.  She  found  it  very  hard  to  refuse 
so  many  of  their  requests,  and  to  be  unable  to  employ 
them  in  the  way  they  wanted.  She  was  never  actuated 
by  feelings  of  personal  antipathy,  nor  by  petty 
suspicions.  When  one  or  other  of  them  showed  signs 
of  improvement  she  was  quick  to  show  her  pleasure. 
Those  around  could  see  on  her  face  a  holy  joy  at 
having  won  a  soul  for  God ;  this  was  her  comfort 
and  consolation  in  her  hard  task ;  she  was  borne  up, 
too,  by  the  knowledge  that  she  had  done  her  duty  in 
obedience  to  God  and  for  the  service  of  immortal 
souls,  even  if  here  below  she  met  with  nothing  but 
ingratitude.  At  the  same  time,  she  was  not  always 
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able  to  conceal  the  terrible  oppression  that  weighed 
upon  her  soul,  and  on  this  account  she  used  fre¬ 
quently  to  ask  priests  for  their  prayers  and  for  their 
blessing. 

The  unhappy  Nursing  Sisters  had  never  in  their 
former  life  experienced  such  warm,  disinterested  love 
and  such  generous  kindness  as  was  now  shown  them 
by  their  young  Superior.  God’s  grace  worked  visibly 
and  at  last  the  ice  was  broken.  The  Sister  who  had 
once  raged  against  her  “  like  a  lioness  ”  once  more 
came  to  a  better  frame  of  mind.  Her  contrition  for 
her  past  conduct  was  greater  than  it  had  been  the 
first  time,  and  her  submission  more  genuine  and  more 
lasting.  She  had  the  happiness  of  persevering  in  these 
good  dispositions  until  her  death,  for  shortly  after 
she  fell  sick,  and  died  unexpectedly  and  almost 
suddenly.  She  had  done  her  best  to  atone  for  her 
wrongdoing.  Hers  was  the  first  soul  among  the 
Nursing  Sisters  that  Sister  Emilie  had  won  for 
heaven. 

One  of  the  others  had  also  changed  very  much  for 
the  better.  She  fell  ill  with  an  internal  cancer,  which 
caused  her  untold  sufferings.  In  her  torments  she 
screamed  continuously,  so  that  it  was  heart-breaking 
to  hear  her,  and  the  Sisters  could  get  no  rest,  day  or 
night.  For  eight  months  this  continued.  When  the 
poor  soul  saw  with  what  tenderness  she  was  nursed 
all  this  time  by  Sister  Emilie  and  the  Daughters  of 
the  Cross  she  was  deeply  touched,  and  said  repeatedly 
that  she  offered  her  life  for  the  Superior  and  her 
Sisters.  Death  came  to  her  release  in  October,  1855. 

A  third  Sister  became  so  weak  that  she  could  do 
no  work  at  all.  Yet  another,  the  one  who  had  been 
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received  by  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross  as  a  novice, 
and  who,  alone  of  the  Nursing  Sisters,  had  been  able 
to  acquire,  under  Sister  Emilie’s  guidance,  the  true 
spirit  of  the  Congregation,  fell  sick  also,  and  became 
too  weak  to  walk.  She  died  a  holy  death  in  September, 
1857,  after  having  borne  her  prolonged  martyrdom 
with  heroic  patience. 

On  October  8,  1856,  Sister  Emilie  was  able  to  write 
the  following  account  to  Mother  Marie  Th6r&se  : 

“  Sister  Walburga  is  now  so  edifying  that  I  should 
never  have  dared  to  hope  for  such  a  change.  Our  good 
God  gives  her  many  graces.  She  said  to  me  one  day, 
‘  Please  help  me  to  thank  our  dear  Lord  for  all  the 
graces  I  have  received  in  this  holy  house  and 
especially  for  being  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross!’ 
Another  time  she  said,  ‘  Dear  Sister,  beg  our  dear 
Lord  to  let  me  suffer  much  in  order  to  do  penance  for 
all  my  sins.’  She  begs  pardon  with  tears  for  all  the 
trouble  she  has  given  us,  and  for  the  bad  example  she 
has  set.  How  good  our  good  God  is  !” 

The  remaining  Nursing  Sisters  gave  no  further 
trouble.  One  of  them  suffered  for  years  from  a  most 
unsightly  cancer  of  the  face.  They  all  behaved  well, 
and  disturbed  the  peace  no  more.  Even  the  former 
Mistress  of  Novices  asked  to  be  received  as  a  Daughter 
of  the  Cross.  Naturally  enough,  it  was  long  before 
her  request  was  granted.  She  was  accepted  some 
months  after  Sister  Emilie’s  death ;  the  latter  had 
doubtless  not  forgotten  her  in  her  heavenly  home. 

There  is  a  report  that  gives  some  insight  into  the 
work  of  the  Sisters  at  this  time.  It  is  in  Sister  Emilie’s 
own  handwriting,  and  is  signed  by  her  and  by  the 
chief  doctor,  and  is  apparently  intended  for  the  State 
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Inspectors.  In  those  days  women  patients  were  alone 
admitted;  it  was  only  later  that  men  were  received 
also.  In  1854  there  had  been  cared  for  in  all  52 
married  women,  179  servant  girls  and  seamstresses, 
and  32  children.  “The  number  of  beds,”  says  the 
report,  “  has  been  raised  to  24,  and  would  be  still 
greater  were  not  the  cost  of  living  so  high,  which 
prevents  our  taking  in  more  patients.”  The  Sisters 
were  13  in  number,  and  of  these  6  were  seriously  ill. 
The  nature  of  the  diseases  is  given  by  the  doctor. 
Seven  Sisters  alone,  therefore,  were  available  for  the 
work  in  the  hospital  and  for  nursing  the  sick  in 
their  own  homes;  the  other  six  did  but  add  to  the 
work. 

In  the  report  Sister  Emilie  emphasises  the  need  of 
receiving  children  into  the  house.  How  great  this 
need  was  we  may  see  by  a  letter  written  by  Mother 
Clare  Fey,  the  Foundress  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Poor 
Child  Jesus,  in  1850,  on  taking  charge  of  the  Diissel- 
dorf-Derendorf  orphanage.  “  If  one  could  only  see,” 
she  writes  to  her  Sisters  in  Aix-la-Chapelle,  “the 
misery  of  the  poor  children  who  are  dragged  away 
from  our  Lord  !  Lately  the  parish  priest  said  to  me, 
‘  It  is  a  good  thing  that  you  have  come.  The  need  is 
extreme,  and  I  could  see  no  way  out  of  it.’  How  many 
of  them  fall  into  the  hands  of  non-Catholics  and  lose 
their  faith,  because  there  is  no  one  to  take  care  of 
them  and  save  them.”  In  a  letter  written  in  1852, 
Mother  Clare,  while  writing  of  the  urgently  needed 
extension  of  the  buildings,  touches  again  on  the  sad 
state  of  affairs  in  Dusseldorf :  “The  Derendorf 
house  is  in  a  place  where  the  children  are  taken  by 
Protestants,  and  these  children  are  so  weak  that  they 
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can  make  what  they  like  of  them.”  As  the  Sisters  of 
the  Poor  Child  Jesus  had  taken  the  entire  charge  of 
the  Catholic  orphans  of  Dusseldorf,  but  had  not  room 
to  house  them  all,  we  are  not  surprised  to  hear  of 
their  close  connection  with  the  zealous  Superior  of 
the  hospital. 

In  all  her  troubles  Sister  Emilie  was  able  to  rely  on 
her  Assistant,  Sister  Gerhardine.  When  the  latter  was 
sent  to  another  house  they  kept  up  a  correspondence 
with  one  another,  and  Sister  Emilie  informed  her 
of  all  that  happened.  Over  and  over  again  did 
she  refer  to  the  happy  change  that  had  come  over  the 
house.  “  The  former  Mistress  of  Novices,”  she  writes, 
is  quite  changed  and  it  seems  to  be  from  the  heart.” 
In  another  letter  we  read  :  “  We  can  indeed  say  now 
that  our  dear  Lord  is  so  good  to  us  that  at  times  I 
am  quite  overwhelmed.  They  often  say  :  ‘  If  only 
Sister  Gerhardine  could  be  here  now,  what  would  she 
say  ?  She  had  so  many  crosses  and  sufferings  here, 
now  she  would  have  consolations.’  ” 

In  1855,  Sister  Emilie  was  able  to  report  to  Li&ge 
a  further  success  of  great  importance  for  the  future  of 
the  house:  ‘‘The  good  God,  our  dear  and  loving 
Lord,  supports  us  visibly.  A  fortnight  ago  we  had  a 
visit  from  three  distinguished  gentlemen,  sent  us  from 
Berlin — a  Privy  Councillor,  a  Councillor  of  State,  and 
a  Medical  Officer.  They  came  quite  unexpectedly 
during  our  recreation  in  order  to  visit  the  hospital. 
I  took  them  round  the  whole  building.  They  ex¬ 
pressed  their  satisfaction  at  the  order  and  cleanliness 
that  reigned  everywhere.  I  thought  no  more  about 
this  visit  until  Councillor  Sebastiani  came  and  told 
us  that  the  President  of  the  Council  had  received  a 
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report  from  Berlin  on  the  inspection  of  the  hospitals, 
in  which  ours  received  the  highest  praise.  The  report 
says  that  everything  was  found  to  be  very  good  and 
excellently  arranged.  The  Protestant  Hospital  was 
judged  less  favourably,  although  the  inspectors  them¬ 
selves  were  Protestants.  The  good  God  has  arranged 
that  it  should  be  so,  for  the  house  was  not  in  quite 
such  good  order  as  it  usually  is.  Besides,  only  one 
Sister  was  on  duty,  as  the  others  were  at  recreation.” 

When  the  Government  Inspectors  visited  the 
hospital  in  Diisseldorf  two  of  the  original  Nurs¬ 
ing  Sisters  were  already  dead;  the  rest  of  them,  with 
the  exception  of  one  or  two,  were  broken  down  by 
age  or  by  disease.  St  Teresa’s  Hospital  was,  therefore, 
saved  for  the  Catholic  cause  by  the  devoted  Daughters 
of  the  Cross  who  had  lovingly  and  loyally  shared  in 
the  griefs  and  sufferings  of  their  Superior.  In  very 
truth,  “  the  Finger  of  God  was  there.” 

At  the  same  time  a  new  spirit  was  reigning  in  the 
house.  The  Nursing  Sisters  had  only  gradually  come 
to  learn  the  true  happiness  of  convent  life.  Their 
interior  dispositions  had  completely  changed,  and 
they  were  now  leading  the  lives  of  true  Religious. 

Nor  was  their  temporal  welfare  in  any  way 
neglected.  Sick  and  feeble  and  old  as  they  now 
were,  what  would  have  become  of  them  had  they  not 
been  so  tenderly  cared  for  by  the  Daughters  of  the 
Cross?  They  would  simply  have  been  a  burden  to 
the  town  and  to  the  Catholic  community  which  they 
were  supposed  to  help. 

Sister  Emilie  did  not  live  to  see  the  completion  of 
her  work.  A  few  months  after  her  death,  at  the 
request  of  Cardinal  von  Geissel,  supported  by  the 
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civil  authorities  of  the  town  and  by  von  Bethmann- 
Hollweg,  the  Prince  Regent  of  Prussia  issued  a  Royal 
Decree,  dated  September  26,  1859,  whereby  the 
hospital,  the  church,  and  all  their  appurtenances 
were  made  over  to  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross.  In 
1864  the  foundation  stone  of  a  magnificent  Protestant 
Hospital  was  laid,  so  that  at  last  all  parties  were 
satisfied. 

In  a  few  years,  therefore,  we  see  that  Sister  Emilie 
had  brought  to  a  satisfactory  conclusion  a  business 
that  seemed  likely  to  be  interminable.  She  accom¬ 
plished  this  under  the  most  unfavourable  circum¬ 
stances,  deprived  of  all  human  help,  and  supported 
only  by  God,  in  whom  she  placed  all  her  trust. 

God  alone  knows  all  the  blessing  that  this  hospital 
for  which  she  worked  and  suffered  has  been  during 
the  seventy  odd  years  it  has  been  in  the  hands  of  the 
Congregation.  He  alone  can  tell  the  number  of  souls 
for  whom  it  has  opened  the  path  to  heaven. 

Some  time  after  the  death  of  the  Superior  in 
Diisseldorf,  some  Daughters  of  the  Cross  from  the 
Mother  House  were  visiting  the  Li&ge  Carmelites, 
who  have  always  been  the  friends  of  the  Congrega¬ 
tion.  The  conversation  fell  upon  the  changes  that 
had  taken  place  in  the  hospital  in  Diisseldorf.  “Do 
you  know,  dear  Sisters,”  said  the  Prioress  of  the 
Carmelites,  “  that  your  future  in  Germany  has  been 
foretold  ?” 

“  How  is  that?  We  have  heard  nothing  about  it.” 

“  But  we  have.  We  learned  it  from  our  Sisters  in 
Germany.  Mother  Electa  prophesied  it  when  the  last 
remaining  Diisseldorf  Carmelites  begged  her  to  pray 
for  their  convent.” 
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The  prayers,  penances,  and  vigils  of  those  last 
Carmelites  have  not  been  in  vain. 

One  who  knows  old  Diisseldorf  well  writes  of  it  : 

“  The  quiet  convent  opposite  St  Lambert’s  Church 
is  for  the  townsfolk  a  place  of  refuge  and  of  consola¬ 
tion  in  times  of  trouble  and  of  need.  Often  have  we 
seen  a  woman  from  the  Old  Town  with  careworn, 
troubled  face  hasten  to  the  convent  and  pull  the  bell 
with  trembling  hands.  When  she  left  the  house  there 
was  a  glimmer  of  hope  in  her  face;  full  of  her  new¬ 
found  confidence,  she  would  make  her  way  to  the 
Calvary  in  St  Lambert’s  and  light  there  her  votive 
candle,  kneeling  in  silent  prayer  on  the  worn  stone 
steps.  In  the  eyes  of  the  people  the  Sisters  were  holy 
beings.  When  one  of  them  in  her  black  habit  with 
the  black  cross  on  her  breast  passed  through  the 
street,  she  was  greeted  with  reverence  by  the  towns¬ 
people,  rich  and  poor,  and  the  children  would  run 
after  her  to  courtesy  and  kiss  her  hand.  People  spoke 
of  the  hospital  simply  as  the  ‘  Klosterke.’  If  a  work¬ 
man  met  with  an  accident  he  would  ask  to  be  taken 
to  the  Klosterke  of  the  good  nuns.  It  was  a  place  of 
peace  and  quiet.  Even  the  outside  suggested  this,  for 
the  little  church  and  the  adjoining  convent  had  a 
pleasing,  homely  look.  Behind  those  windows,  in 
which  flowers  are  blooming,  behind  that  door  with 
the  coat-of-arms  over  it,  there  dwell  comfort  and  hope 
and  peace.”1 

1  Mtiller-Schlosser,  Das  schone,  alte  Diisseldorf. 
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A  LL  the  bitterness  and  the  crosses,  all  the  suffer- 
ings  and  labours  that  the  young  Superior  had 
JL.to  take  on  herself  in  order  to  save  the 
Diisseldorf  Convent  were  of  the  greatest  importance 
to  her  inner  life.  Her  soul  was  purified  more  and 
more  by  means  of  them,  and  set  free  from  all  that 
would  pass  away  with  time.  “  I  will  deny  myself  and 
give  myself  up  to  my  beloved  Saviour  entirely  and 
for  ever.”  This  resolution,  made  after  the  retreat  of 
1854,  she  carried  out  with  the  utmost  firmness.  “  I 
will  watch  over  myself  in  all  that  I  do  or  say  or  think, 
so  that  I  may  do  and  say  and  think  only  what  is 
pleasing  to  my  good  God.  Jesus  shall  be  all  in  all  to 
me.  Him  only  will  I  please;  in  him  alone  will  I  find 
my  pleasure.  I  will  labour  earnestly  to  contradict  my 
will  and  my  inclinations.”  “  Beloved  Saviour,”  she 
prayed  at  the  end  of  her  resolutions,  “  I  do  not  wish 
to  be  thine  by  halves ;  I  give  myself  up  to  thee 
entirely  and  for  ever.  I  will  refuse  thee  nothing. 
Thou  art  the  owner  of  my  heart ;  thou  alone  canst 
satisfy  it.  Oh,  my  Jesus  !  Teach  me  to  know  in  myself 
that  which  is  still  displeasing  to  thee.  I  should  so  like 
to  destroy  it.  Let  me  know,  too,  what  thou  art  pleased 
to  see  in  my  heart  and  I  will  strive  earnestly  to  keep 
it  there.  Thee,  my  divine  Saviour,  will  I  take  as  my 
model  in  all  my  conduct;  I  will  form  myself  after  thy 

75 


76  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

pattern.  I,  too,  for  love  of  thee,  will  become  poor  and 
gentle,  humble  and  obedient  as  thou  hast  been  for  me. 
I  will  not  follow  thee  afar  off ;  no,  I  will  press  quite 
near  to  thee.  With  thee  I  shall  be  strong,  therefore  I 
fear  no  form  of  suffering.” 

In  a  short  account  of  her  past  life,  written  during 
this  year,  she  writes  to  her  confessor  : 

“  For  many  years  already  I  have  been  convinced 
that  my  divine  Saviour  wished  me  to  belong  to  him 
without  any  reserve  whatever,  and  to  give  myself  up 
to  him  entirely.  My  strongest  and,  I  think,  my  only 
wish  was  to  do  so ;  for  it  was  only  the  thought  that 
in  the  world  I  could  not  belong  entirely  and  un- 
dividedly  to  my  Jesus  that  induced  me  to  leave  my 
parents  and  brothers  and  sisters,  whom,  perhaps,  I 
loved  too  much  and  who  loved  me  most  tenderly.  In 
those  days  I  did  not  think  that  there  was  any  danger 
for  me  in  the  world ;  besides,  I  had  the  opportunity 
of  doing  much  good  in  it,  and  could  follow  my  own 
wishes  and  desires  in  everything.  Wherever  I  went  I 
was  esteemed  and  loved  by  rich  and  poor,  by  good 
and  bad,  and  people  had  confidence  in  me.  I  could 
have  won  many  hearts  for  the  good  God.  God,  in  his 
infinite  love,  made  me  count  all  this  as  nothing.  I 
found  my  joy  only  in  intercourse  with  him.  I  had 
to  surmount  almost  insuperable  obstacles,  but  Jesus 
and  Mary  supported  me  visibly  and  brought  me 
within  these  sacred  walls.” 

They  were  indeed  sacred  walls.  In  Diisseldorf  more 
than  anywhere  must  Sister  Emilie  have  learned  to 
realise  how  much  she  owed  to  the  Congregation. 
Already  in  the  first  years  of  her  religious  life  she  used 
to  be  filled  with  a  holy  joy  at  the  thought  of  being 
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allowed  to  consecrate  herself  to  God  for  ever  as  a 
Daughter  of  the  Cross.  “  Just  think,  dear  Sister 
Gerhardine,  ”  she  wrote  from  Diisseldorf  in  1855  to 
her  former  Assistant,  “  if  God  wills,  I  am  to  have 
the  happiness  of  making  my  perpetual  vows  in 
October.  Oh,  that  by  that  time  I  might  have  a  heart 
like  to  the  heart  of  my  divine  Bridegroom  !  My  desire 
to  please  him  is  great,  but  I  do  not  accomplish  what  I 
desire;  I  am  so  ungrateful  and  unfaithful.” 

She  prepared  herself  carefully  by  a  retreat  for  her 
profession.  Her  innermost  feelings  found  expression 
in  the  notes  written  down  on  the  eve  of  the  ceremony  : 
“  My  beloved  Saviour  !  thou  art  and  shalt  always  be 
my  treasure.  Let  me  feel  poverty  and  all  its  effects ; 
it  is  so  hard  for  me  not  to  be  wanting  in  anything, 
not  to  share,  in  reality,  thy  poverty.  I  renounce  for 
ever  all  pleasures  of  sense,  all  natural  joys.  No  attach¬ 
ment  to  creatures  or  to  created  things ;  Jesus,  my  Jesus 
shall  be  my  joy.  Him  alone  will  I  love,  cling  to  him, 
bind  myself  to  him  for  ever.  Oh,  holy  bonds  !  May 
you  never  be  loosened  !  Oh,  holy  will,  adorable  will 
of  my  good  Lord  and  Master,  from  henceforward  you 
shall  be  my  faithful  leader  and  my  safe  guide!  Yes, 
the  will  of  God  made  known  to  me  by  my  Superiors 
shall  be  my  will.  I  am  only  a  fool ;  how  should  I  dare 
follow  my  own  will  ?  Thy  love,  O  Jesus,  has  made  me 
a  fool,  but  I  am  blessed  in  this  folly.  I  wish  neither 
to  know  nor  to  understand  anything  but  Jesus,  my 
Crucified  Spouse.  Oh,  my  beloved  Saviour,  give  me  a 
share  in  thy  Cross,  a  share  in  thy  sufferings.” 

These  last  sentences  are  explained  by  the  extra¬ 
ordinary  grace  she  received  during  her  days  of 
preparation  for  the  vows:  “Almost  continually 


78  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

Jesus  fills  my  heart  with  his  joy-giving  presence. 
How  could  I  take  pleasure  in  anything  or  wish  for 
anything  outside  of  him?  To-day  Jesus,  my  divine 
Bridegroom,  says  to  me  more  than  ever  in  the  depth 
of  my  heart,  ‘  I  am  thine  and  thou  art  mine.’  Oh,  sweet 
loving  words  which  ravish  my  heart !  Often  I  feared 
it  might  be  illusion,  it  might  not  really  be  my  beloved 
Saviour  who  speaks  to  me ;  to-day  I  cannot  fear.  No,  it 
is  indeed  Jesus.  Oh,  joy  !  Oh,  delight !  Oh,  blessed¬ 
ness  !  Nothing,  nothing  can  separate  me  from  my 
beloved  Saviour.  I  live  no  longer,  for  I  cannot  live 
apart  from  him.” 

At  last,  on  October  18,  1855,  came  the  longed-for 
day  when,  as  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross,  Sister  Emilie 
might  give  herself  to  God  for  ever  through  the  Vows 
of  Poverty,  Chastity,  and  Obedience.  When  her 
trusted  friends  congratulated  her  on  this  great  feast- 
day,  she  confessed  that  she  had  no  longer  any  wish 
here  below  but  to  die  soon  so  as  to  be  with  Jesus 
for  ever. 

Her  appreciation  of  her  vocation  and  her  grateful 
and  humble  sentiments  were  impressed  on  all  the 
letters  she  wrote  to  the  Mother  House  in  Li&ge.  On 
October  8,  1856,  after  her  annual  retreat,  she  remarks 
in  a  letter  to  the  Mother  General:  “I  have  never 
before  recognised  so  clearly  the  benefits  I  have 
received  in  the  holy  House  of  the  Lord.  If  I  could 
only  be  more  grateful  to  God  and  to  my  dear 
Superiors!  And  I  have  been  so  ungrateful!  Yet  I 
hope,  by  the  grace  of  God,  to  set  all  straight  by  a  life 
in  accordance  with  the  holiness  of  my  vocation.  We 
had  a  splendid  Jesuit  Father  for  our  retreat.  He 
assured  me  that  he  was  very  much  edified  by  our 


NEW  LIFE 


79 

Sisters,  that  they  are  animated  by  a  good  spirit,  and 
that  he  was  most  grateful  to  God  for  having  been 
sent  here  and  for  having  learned  to  know  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross.” 

All  souls  to  whom  God  gives  extraordinary  graces 
have  a  great  longing  to  be  directed  by  a  priest  who 
will  stand  to  them  in  the  place  of  God  and  of  the 
Church,  so  that  they  may  be  preserved  from  illusion 
and  error.  They  are  very  quick  to  perceive  whether 
in  a  confessor  they  have  one  who  understands  the 
ways  of  God.  Then  only  do  they  overcome  them¬ 
selves  and  make  known  the  tenderest  and  holiest 
workings  of  God  in  their  souls.  It  is,  however,  not 
always  easy  to  find  such  a  director,  for  all  have  not 
the  necessary  knowledge  and  experience.  But  God 
will  not  refuse  to  hear  their  humble  and  persistent 
prayer  in  his  own  good  time,  and,  with  the  help  of 
the  gift  of  discernment  of  spirits  and  the  virtue  of 
prudence  which  these  souls  often  possess  in  a  very 
high  degree,  they  will  let  themselves  be  influenced  in 
their  choice  of  a  spiritual  guide  solely  by  the  will  of 
God  and  the  desire  to  give  glory  to  his  divine  Majesty. 
They  will  not  easily  lay  bare  the  secrets  of  their  con¬ 
science  to  a  confessor  who  has  no  understanding  of 
the  supernatural  dealings  of  God  with  souls.  With 
such  a  one  they  remain  silent  and  reserved. 

Sister  Emilie  had  long  prayed  God  for  a  director. 
Then  in  prayer  he  showed  her  clearly  the  priest  he 
had  chosen  to  act  as  her  spiritual  guide.  The  first 
time  she  saw  him  she  recognised  him  as  the  director 
God  had  shown  her ;  it  was  the  new  Rector,  Father 
Joseph  von  der  Burg. 

To  the  excellent  guidance  of  her  new  confessor  she 
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ascribed  in  the  first  place  the  fresh  outpourings  of 
grace  in  her  soul.  After  the  manner  of  the  saints,  she 
complains  of  her  loss  of  fervour:  “  I  was  outwardly 
distracted;  what  wonder  when  I  no  longer  or  seldom 
heard  the  voice  of  my  Saviour  and  when  interior 
prayer  had  lost  its  charm  for  me !  O  God,  if  thou 
hadst  called  me  from  the  world  when  I  was  in  so 
miserable  a  state,  what  would  have  become  of  my 
poor  soul ?” 

Her  confessor  showed  her  that  he  paid  little  atten¬ 
tion  to  the  special  graces  of  which  she  told  him, 
especially  as  he  was  already  overburdened  with 
apostolic  work.  As  she  found  it  difficult  to  speak  of 
the  affairs  of  her  soul,  he  told  her  to  report  in  writing 
anything  extraordinary  in  her  mystical  life.  These 
notes  he  looked  through  before  she  made  her  con¬ 
fession,  in  order  thereby  to  regulate  his  advice.  In 
her  anxiety  lest  anyone  should  know  what  our  Lord 
was  accomplishing  in  her  soul,  she  wrote  to  her 
director  :  “I  have  one  more  request  to  make.  Please 
burn  this  letter  and  the  other  one  if  you  have  not 
already  done  so.  What  I  tell  you,  either  verbally  or 
in  writing,  is  for  yourself  alone,  is  it  not?  I  should  be 
too  much  ashamed  and  should  no  longer  be  able  to 
speak  freely  to  you  if  I  feared  the  contrary.” 

As  long  as  Sister  Emilie  lived,  her  confessor  faith¬ 
fully  kept  silence  and  the  letters  remained  in  secret. 
After  her  death,  he  gathered  from  various  remarks  in 
her  letters  that  it  was  quite  in  accordance  with  God’s 
will  that  her  extraordinary  graces  should  be  made 
known  for  the  good  of  other  souls.  In  one  place,  for 
instance,  she  writes:  “Grant,  my  beloved  Saviour, 
that  all  men  may  learn  to  know  thee  as  thou  hast  let 


NEW  LIFE 


8l 


me  know  thee;  I  could  not  oppose  thy  love,  I  was 
obliged  to  love  thee.  Others  also  will  be  forced  to  love 
thee,  the  Sovereign  Good.” 

Her  director  might  well  have  thought :  “  It  is  good 
to  hide  the  secret  of  a  king  :  but  honourable  to  reveal 
and  confess  the  works  of  God.” 
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CHAPTER  X 


MYSTICAL  LIFE  OF  GRACE 

LIFE  of  apostolic  activity  is  by  no  means 
incompatible  with  high  mystical  gifts ;  on  the 


X  JL  contrary,  these  latter  are  often  expressly  given 
to  make  fruitful  an  apostolate  by  means  of  extra¬ 
ordinary  graces.  Such  was  the  case  with  St  Paul, 
St  Benedict,  St  Bernard,  with  St  Francis  of  Assisi, 
with  St  Ignatius  and  St  Francis  Xavier;  so  it  was 
also  with  St  Catherine  of  Siena  and  St  Teresa.  We 
find  the  same  thing  in  the  task  that  divine  Providence 
had  assigned  to  Sister  Emilie.  The  accounts  of  her 
extraordinary  graces  are  given  in  the  letters  to  her 
director  between  the  years  1854  and  1858.  To  avoid 
frequent  interruptions  in  our  narrative,  these  letters 
are  given  separately  in  the  second  part  of  this  book. 
“They  bear  the  mark  of  the  Spirit  of  God.  All  in 
them  breathes  forth  truth  and  childlike  candour, 
humility  and  obedience,  love  of  the  Cross  and  a  noble- 
hearted  zeal  for  the  conversion  of  sinners ;  these  are 
all  features  to  be  found  in  the  saints  who  have  been 
favoured  by  God  with  extraordinary  graces.”  Such 
is  the  judgement  of  an  experienced  director  of 
souls. 

It  was  certainly  by  God’s  Providence  that  Sister 
Emilie  made  known  the  state  of  her  soul  to  her 
spiritual  guide  in  a  series  of  letters,  because  she  found 
it  almost  impossible  to  speak  to  him,  and  that  these 
letters  have  been  kept  so  as  to  prove  of  use  to  others. 
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Sister  Emilie  had  not  read  any  mystical  books, 
which  circumstance  adds  very  much  to  the  importance 
of  her  notes.  Her  new  confessor  gave  her,  to  read  for 
the  first  time,  the  Life  of  St  Teresa.  After  having  read 
the  first  ten  chapters,  she  brought  the  book  back  to 
him  and  asked  permission  to  read  no  further.  The 
reading  had  made  so  great  an  impression  on  her  that 
her  tears  flowed  freely.  She  wrote  to  her  confessor  : 
“  Never  had  I  seen  in  so  clear  a  light  the  many  and 
peculiar  graces  that  God  in  his  boundless  goodness 
has  been  giving  me  for  so  many  years.  I  should 
almost  be  inclined  to  say  that  our  Lord  has  pursued 
me  with  his  graces.  At  the  same  time  I  recognise  my 
ingratitude  and  disobedience.  I  can  in  truth  say  :  ‘  O 
God,  thou  art  always  so  good  to  me  and  I  always 
treat  thee  so  badly  ’ !” 

Sister  Emilie  was  always  on  her  guard  to  keep  her 
mystical  life  hidden.  Her  confessor  alone  knew  of  it. 
Neither  seculars  nor  priests,  with  whom  she  had  often 
much  to  do,  nor  even  the  Sisters  themselves  had  any 
suspicion  of  the  wonderful  things  that  went  on  within 
her  soul.  They  marvelled  indeed  at  the  unusual  out¬ 
bursts  of  fervour,  with  which  she  frequently  spoke  of 
God  and  of  holy  things.  They  could  not  quite  account 
for  the  fact  that  now  and  then,  without  any  apparent 
cause,  she  would  suddenly  begin  to  speak  in  this  way. 
They  had  to  explain  all  this  as  the  result  of  the  high 
perfection  which  all  acknowledged  her  to  have 
reached.  But  no  one  thought  that  God  was  con¬ 
versing  with  her  in  a  marvellous  spiritual  intercourse. 
It  was  the  Sister  who  was  in  closest  contact  with  her, 
her  Assistant,  who  after  her  death,  when  the  extra¬ 
ordinary  and  unusual  graces  God  had  granted  her 
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were  made  known,  cried  out  :  “  Who  ever  would 
have  believed  it?” 

For  a  long  time  Sister  Emilie  doubted  whether  she 
were  not  called  to  a  contemplative  life,  and  ought  not 
therefore  to  leave  her  Congregation  to  join  one  of  the 
Contemplative  Orders,  and  at  times  she  felt  certain 
that  this  was  the  case.  Her  confessor  had  to  advise 
her  repeatedly  on  this  point.  His  opinion  differed 
from  hers  because  her  delicate  health  did  not  seem  to 
him  suited  for  the  more  severe  life  customary  in  Con¬ 
templative  Orders ;  besides,  she  was  doing  such 
admirable  work  where  she  was  that  the  experienced 
director  was  convinced  that  she  was  in  the  place 
where  God  wished  her  to  be.  It  seemed  to  him,  too, 
that  her  attraction  came  from  without,  for  Sister 
Emilie  felt  herself  drawn  to  the  contemplative  life 
when  the  excellence  of  such  a  vocation  was  being 
discussed.  The  sequel  will  show  that  such  a  vocation 
was  not  hers,  and  that  it  was  God’s  will  that  she 
should  live  and  die  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross. 

In  her  writings  we  have  a  clear  picture  of  her 
mystical  life,  and  the  genuineness  of  this  picture  is 
guaranteed  by  the  circumstances  of  her  life. 

Of  special  importance  for  her  unusual  life  of  prayer 
was  the  so-called  Holy  Hour,  spent  on  the  night 
between  Thursday  and  Friday  in  meditating  on  the 
Passion  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,  a  devotion  pro¬ 
pagated  by  St  Margaret  Mary  Alacoque. 

Every  Thursday,  at  her  earnest  request,  Sister 
Emilie  was  allowed  by  her  confessor  to  spend  the 
time  from  the  end  of  night  prayers  to  midnight  before 
the  Blessed  Sacrament.  This  practice  she  kept  up 
until  her  death  whenever  she  was  not  prevented  by 
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illness.  In  order  to  be  as  near  as  possible  to  the 
Tabernacle,  she  used  to  enter  the  choir  and  kneel  on 
the  altar  steps.  The  Sisters  'who  were  on  night  duty 
with  the  patients  used  to  notice  with  amazement  that 
she  knelt  there  hour  after  hour  quite  motionless.  They 
did  not  know  that  it  was  just  at  this  time  that  our 
Lord  usually  drew  her  particularly  near  to  himself. 
She  was  very  much  distressed  when,  out  of  considera¬ 
tion  for  her  health,  her  confessor  forbade  her  to  keep 
this  night  watch.  Not  infrequently,  when  he  did  so, 
she  found  herself  all  the  same  unable  to  sleep.  Then 
she  was  allowed  to  continue  her  converse  with  God, 
but  only  on  condition  that  she  did  not  try  to  keep 
awake. 

Several  times  it  happened  that,  after  having  been 
well  all  through  the  week,  the  Superior  was  ill  on 
Thursday  evening.  She  ascribed  this  to  the  evil  one 
who  wanted  to  deprive  her  of  the  Holy  Hour,  and  im¬ 
plored  her  confessor  to  let  her  make  it  all  the  same, 
in  the  hope  that  she  would  recover.  When  he  did 
grant  her  request,  her  confidence  was  rewarded. 

As  soon  as  the  clock  struck  twelve  she  rose  from  her 
prayer,  though  during  it  she  had  often  been  deprived 
of  her  senses.  At  midnight  obedience  always  recalled 
her  to  herself. 

One  evening  the  sacristan  had  not  noticed  that  she 
was  there,  and  had  locked  the  doors  leading  to  the 
convent.  On  the  stroke  of  twelve  Sister  Emilie  got  up 
in  order  to  retire  to  her  cell.  As  the  doors  were  locked 
she  considered  what  was  the  best  thing  to  do. 
Obedience  bade  her  go  to  rest;  but  then  she  would 
have  to  make  a  great  deal  of  noise  in  order  to  attract 
attention.  This  she  did  not  think  her  confessor  would 
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wish,  so  she  would  not  be  failing  in  obedience  if  she 
spent  the  night  with  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  On  the 
following  day  she  told  her  confessor  what  had  hap¬ 
pened,  and  was  overjoyed  that,  without  failing  in 
obedience,  she  had  spent  the  long,  cold  winter’s  night 
according  to  her  heart’s  desire  in  intercourse  with 
our  Lord.  In  the  morning,  when  the  horrified 
sacristan  found  on  opening  the  church  door  what  she 
had  done,  Sister  Emilie  only  said  with  a  smile, 
“  Sacristan,  you  locked  me  in.” 

Thursday  evening  was  for  her  a  time  of  the  greatest 
grace  and  of  the  greatest  suffering.  The  extraordinary 
graces  of  which  the  letters  tell  us  very  frequently  took 
place  during  the  Holy  Hour.  Often  we  find  from  her 
notes  that  they  are  graces  of  suffering. 

“  On  Thursday,  before  and  during  the  Holy  Hour, 
I  had  sufferings  of  various  kinds.  I  felt  myself  utterly 
abandoned,  full  of  fear  and  anguish,  or  I  had  some 
share  in  the  bitter  sufferings  of  my  beloved  Saviour. 
My  soul  experienced  indeed  the  agony  of  death,  so 
that  I  thought  I  should  die  from  the  intensity  of  the 
pain.”  In  the  following  year  she  writes  :  “  During 
the  Holy  Hour  my  beloved  Saviour  gives  me  a  rich 
share  in  the  sufferings  he  endured  in  the  Garden  of 
Olives.  My  soul  is  then  filled,  not  with  bitter-sweet 
yearnings,  but  with  deadly  abandonment,  anguish, 
and  fear.  Nature  rebels  and  shrinks  from  drinking  of 
the  bitter  chalice,  but  grace  helps  me  to  overcome 
Nature.  On  the  next  day  I  can  see  that  through  all 
this  my  soul  has  been  enriched  with  great  graces.” 

Often,  however,  she  was  to  experience  great 
spiritual  joys  during  this  sacred  time.  ‘‘When  I 
knelt  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  and  my  soul  was  flooded 
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with  joy  at  being  so  near  to  my  beloved  Saviour,  I 
said  to  him,  as  I  often  do,  ‘  Oh,  my  Saviour,  I  cannot 
bear  to  taste  of  such  rapture ;  it  is  too  much,  too  much 
for  one  so  unworthy!’  ”  Then  she  exclaims:  “  Oh, 
happy,  short  moments !  Why  do  you  pass  so 
quickly?”  And  again:  ‘‘How  delightful  were  those 
moments,  but  how  short !  How  unspeakably  great  is 
the  pain  when  the  poor  soul  returns  to  its  natural 
state  and  finds  it  is  still  in  this  land  of  exile  and  must 
concern  itself  with  exterior  matters  !  Then  it  becomes 
both  a  necessity  and  a  relief  for  the  soul  to  have  other 
pains  and  sufferings.” 

During  the  retreat  of  1885  she  speaks  of  the  opera¬ 
tion  of  this  grace.  “  My  heart  yearns  night  and  day 
for  thee,  my  Jesus.  But  when  thou  dost  allow  me  to 
find  thee,  my  poor  heart  is  too  weak  to  bear  the  excess 
of  joy  and  delight.” 

Nothing  but  obedience,  for  the  love  of  Jesus,  made 
it  possible  for  her  to  tear  herself  from  her  rapturous 
intercourse  with  him  in  order  to  go  to  rest  when  the 
clock  struck  twelve.  ‘‘Thou,  my  beloved  Saviour,” 
we  read  in  the  notes,  “  thou  alone  knowest  what  the 
poor  soul  suffers  when  it  must  tear  itself  from  thee 
to  go  away.  One  who  has  not  felt  it  could  never 
imagine  this  pain  of  the  soul.  .  .  .  However  great 
my  longing  may  be  to  be  with  thee,  to  rest  at  thy 
Feet,  my  beloved  Saviour,  I  will  subject  this  longing 
always  to  obedience.”  She  notes  down  as  a  practice 
for  herself,  “  The  most  exact  obedience  in  spiritual 
things.” 


CHAPTER  XI 


RAPT  IN  GOD 

t~~ I  AHE  graces  received  by  Sister  Emilie  at  the 
I  foot  of  the  altar  during  the  Holy  Hour  con- 
JL  tinued  to  affect  her  during  the  day  and  re¬ 
mained  with  her  while  she  fulfilled  the  manifold  duties 
of  her  office.  Let  us  leave  the  gifted  Religious  her¬ 
self  to  describe  for  us  her  mystic  life. 

“  Deep  peace  fills  my  soul,  and  I  see  and  taste  God 
almost  continuously  in  its  depths  without  being 
thereby  disturbed  in  the  accomplishing  of  my  duties. 
Only  at  times  God  draws  me  so  particularly  to  himself 
and  communicates  himself  to  me  in  so  wonderful  a 
way  that  I  do  not  know  myself  what  I  am  doing  nor 
in  what  state  I  am ;  I  cannot  explain  this  clearly. 
When  I  return  to  my  usual  state  I  cry  out  involun¬ 
tarily,  ‘  My  God  and  my  All !’  Sometimes  I  then  fall 
back  into  the  state  I  have  just  described,  and  at  times 
I  feel  an  indescribably  great  pain  at  finding  myself 
still  in  this  place  of  exile.  Then  I  can  do  nothing  but 
weep  and  long  for  complete  union  with  my  divine 
Spouse.  I  find  vocal  prayer  difficult,  but  still  more 
so  is  the  ordinary  mental  prayer ;  at  times  I  find  it 
impossible.  For  already  at  the  Preludes  I  am  absorbed 
in  God,  sometimes  quite  lost  in  him.  The  whole  world 
has  disappeared  to  me  and  I  to  it.  In  a  rapturous  joy 
I  see  nothing  but  God  and  his  endless  perfections. 
Words  fail  me  to  express  what  this  seeing  is.  Al¬ 
together  I  am  not  able  to  describe  this  state.  I  think 
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it  is  the  most  entrancing  and  the  one  most  akin  to 
that  of  the  Blessed  in  Heaven.  When  I  return  to  my 
natural  state  my  soul  feels  an  indescribable  pain,  and 
I  do  not  know  how  to  control  my  longing  to  be  for 
ever  united  to  God,  my  Sovereign  Good.” 

Often  a  little  word  like  ‘‘our  Father”  or  ‘‘my 
God  and  my  All  ”  would  suffice  to  absorb  her  so 
deeply  in  God  that  she  lost  the  use  of  her  senses. 
“  Even  at  table  it  happens  to  me,”  she  owns,  ‘‘or  in 
the  Church  when  I  am  playing  the  organ.  Then  I 
must  watch  over  myself  so  that  I  am  not  drawn  too 
deeply  into  this  state,  and  that  no  one  may  notice 
anything.” 

Now  and  then  she  made  a  mistake  in  playing  the 
organ,  or  pulled  out  a  wrong  stop.  She  owned  to  her 
confessor  that  the  reason  of  this  was  that  God  was 
drawing  her  so  powerfully  to  himself.  She  accounted 
it  all  the  same  as  a  fault,  and  humbly  asked  for 
a  penance. 

Spiritual  reading  had  the  same  effect  on  her. 
“  When  I  had  just  begun  my  spiritual  reading,  my 
soul  was  drawn  towards  God  in  such  a  sweet  and 
loving  way  that  I  could  read  no  further.  At  first  I 
still  saw  the  words,  but  gradually  I  lost  sight  of  them, 
all  created  things  vanished,  my  understanding  and 
my  will  were  fettered  in  utter  blessedness  in  God.  I 
cannot  say  exactly  how  long  I  was  in  this  state,  and 
I  do  not  know  if  anyone  came  into  the  room  during 
the  time.  I  trust  that  my  beloved  Saviour  will  prevent 
this  from  ever  happening.” 

Sometimes,  without  any  exterior  cause,  her  soul 
would  become  directly  absorbed  in  God,  and  she 
would  be  deprived  of  the  use  of  her  senses.  “  To-day 
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my  soul  was  suddenly  enraptured  with  God.  I  cannot 
express  what  the  soul  sees  or  what  passes  within  her 
at  the  sight.  It  seems  to  me  that  all  the  powers  of 
the  soul  are  enraptured  at  the  blessed  sight.  The 
world  and  all  it  contains  have  vanished.  This  time  the 
state  lasted  for  one  short  half-hour.  As  far  as  I  can 
judge,  it  is  more  sublime  than  the  others.  When  I 
came  to  myself  my  grief  was  intense  at  finding  I  was 
still  in  this  land  of  exile.  So  painful  a  state  and  this 
longing  do  not  always  follow  one  of  such  bliss ;  often 
my  soul  is  for  a  longer  or  shorter  time  completely 
satisfied.” 

We  need  hardly  say  that  it  was  especially  during 
the  hours  of  prayer  that  our  Lord  showered  upon  her 
his  gifts  of  grace.  “  I  was  praying,”  she  writes, 
“  and  repeated  the  words,  Our  Father ,  and  my  soul 
in  doing  so  found  great  consolation  and  peace.  I 
then  stopped  saying  these  words  that  my  soul  in  its 
intense  longing  for  our  heavenly  Father  finds  so 
sweet,  and  became  more  and  more  absorbed  in  God.” 
In  prayer,  without  any  words  at  all,  she  would  also 
be  suddenly  drawn  to  God.  “  In  prayer,  which  con¬ 
sisted  more  in  longing  and  desire  than  in  anything 
else,  I  was  suddenly  raised  above  all  created  things  to 
God,  my  Sovereign  Good;  in  a  rapture  of  delight  I 
lost  myself  in  him.  I  recognised,  saw,  and  experi¬ 
enced  wonderful  things,  yet  I  cannot  speak  of  them 
here.  Words  fail  me  utterly.” 

Not  infrequently  it  was  in  the  moments  after  Holy 
Communion  that  her  soul  was  “  suddenly  raised 
above  created  things,  was  ravished  with  God,  dis¬ 
solved,  as  it  were,  in  him.” 

Like  all  mystics,  Sister  Emilie  found  the  greatest 
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difficulty  in  putting  into  words  what  she  saw  with 
the  eyes  of  her  soul.  She  says  :  “  I  understood  in  one 
moment  more  of  the  surrender  of  a  soul  to  God  and 
its  repose  in  him  than  I  should  have  been  able  to 
gather  in  years  from  books,  study,  or  meditation. 
Although  in  this  state  my  soul  sees,  knows,  and  tastes 
wonderful  things  in  God,  I  am  not  able  to  describe 
them.  With  many  words  I  should  say  nothing  or  very 
little.”  She  often  adds  to  her  account  written  for  her 
confessor  :  “  I  do  not  know  if  you  will  understand 
me.  I  know  well  what  I  want  to  say  but  not  how  I 
am  to  say  it.” 

She  describes  clearly  the  essential  difference  between 
an  exalted  meditation  and  contemplation  as  a  direct 
gift  from  God.  “  Formerly  I  used  to  find  it  exceed¬ 
ingly  sweet  to  talk  to  the  dear  God ;  now  I  am  often 
not  able  to  converse  with  him,  my  Sovereign  Good, 
but  my  soul  reposes  in  him  in  deep  recollection  and 
silence.  The  mind  does  not  think  nor  does  the  will 
desire  anything.  The  wishes  of  the  soul  are  gratified ; 
it  partakes,  as  it  appears,  of  the  happiness  of  the 
Blessed,  it  reposes  in  him  whom  above  all  it  loves.  I 
cannot  describe  what  it  here  tastes  and  feels ;  and 
what  its  beloved  Master  says  to  it  increases  its  repose 
and  fills  it  with  delight.  If,  when  I  was  in  this  state, 
I  wished  to  pray  or  to  meditate,  like  one  who  tries  to 
pray  or  read  when  overcome  with  drowsiness  and 
falls  asleep  in  the  process,  I,  too,  should  fall  into  this 
blissful  sleep.  This  state  is  of  very  great  use,  for  even 
during  the  day  great  peace  fills  my  soul,  and  in  the 
depths  of  it  I  see  God  uninterruptedly.” 

In  a  similar  strain  she  writes  again  :  “I  had 
scarcely  knelt  down  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  when  I  felt 
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my  soul  drawn  to  God  and  it  rested  in  him  in  an 
entrancing  slumber.  It  seems  to  me  that  in  this  state 
all  the  powers  of  the  soul  are  lost  in  God  or  engulfed 
in  him.  One  can  remember  neither  the  world  nor  any¬ 
thing  connected  with  it.”  After  this  we  can  easily 
understand  that  she  is  able  to  say  :  “  Indescribable 
peace  and  joy  filled  my  soul,”  or,  “I  was  plunged 
into  so  deep  a  peace  that  I  think  if  the  greatest  con¬ 
fusion  and  disturbance  drew  near  to  it  they  would 
themselves  be  turned  to  peace.”  We  learn  from  her 
notes  that  the  foundation  of  this  blissful  peace  is  the 
fact  that  the  “  soul  possesses  and  reposes  in  him  with 
whom  it  yearns  to  be  united.  In  this  union  with  God 
the  soul  is  so  enraptured  and  filled  with  joy  that  all 
its  desires  are  most  perfectly  satisfied,  and  it  cannot 
fear  the  loss  of  the  Sovereign  Good  that  it  possesses.” 

There  is  repeated  reference  in  the  letters  to  the 
great  difference  there  is  between  the  different  states 
of  prayer.  ‘‘There  is  a  very  great  difference 
between  the  two.  Sometimes,  while  meditating 
on  the  perfections  of  God,  I  am  plunged  in  a 
deep  and  happy  wonder  without  losing  conscious¬ 
ness  of  the  world  or  of  myself.”  On  the  other  hand, 
we  read  another  time  :  “  Something  happened  in  me 
that  I  cannot  describe.  It  seemed  as  if  everything 
sensible  was  removed  from  me  or  I  from  it.  My  soul 
was  enraptured  because  in  the  repose  in  which  it  was 
plunged  it  saw  the  adorable  will  of  God,  and  in  its 
security  the  Almighty  Power  of  God  protecting  it  on 
all  sides  like  high  cliffs.  I  can  describe  nothing  of 
this  sight.” 

Like  other  mystics,  Sister  Emilie  experienced  anguish 
of  soul  when  she  lost  the  use  of  her  senses.  At  the 
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same  time,  there  was  always  the  impossibility  of  ex¬ 
pressing  in  words  what  she  saw  in  her  spirit.  “  As  I 
knelt  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  and  was  penetrated  with 
the  thought  of  how  unworthy  I  am  to  enjoy  this  con¬ 
fidential  intercourse  with  my  Saviour,  suddenly  my 
senses  were  taken  from  me  or  I  from  them.  In  the 
moment  when  this  happens  the  soul  feels  a  peculiar 
indescribable  anguish.  Then  my  beloved  Saviour 
showed  himself  to  me.  The  sight  of  him  enraptured 
my  soul,  and  while  it  contemplated  his  infinite  Sanc¬ 
tity,  this  pure  sight  entirely  purified  my  soul.  It  is 
all  so  clear  to  me,  and  I  think  sometimes  I  could 
explain  it  to  others,  but  if  I  try  to  do  so  I  realise  the 
impossibility.” 

She  experienced  similar  feelings  on  several  occa¬ 
sions.  “  I  was  very  much  troubled  at  the  thought  that 
the  indescribably  great  love  of  God  meets  with  so 
little  return,  and  prayed  fervently  to  the  dear  God 
that  all  might  know  and  love  him ;  suddenly  I  felt  a 
great  interior  anguish,  and  in  that  moment  the  world 
disappeared.  A  wonderful  light  surrounded  me,  and 
before  me  I  saw  an  immeasurable  abyss  of  love.  Then 
said  God,  my  Sovereign  Good,  to  me,  ‘  Rejoice  !  For 
know  that  this  Love  which  you  see  and  desire  to  love, 
loves  Itself  with  an  infinite  love,  and  so  is  worthily 
loved ;  yet  It  also  desires  to  share  it  with  men,  though 
only  a  few  of  these  respond  to  It.’  I  lost  myself  in 
blissful  rapture  in  this  abyss  of  divine  Love.  Several 
times  I  was  raised  suddenly  to  God  above  all  earthly 
things,  and  lost  myself  in  rapturous  joy  in  him,  my 
Sovereign  Good,  and  in  his  infinite  perfections.” 

In  clear  words  she  tells  of  the  mystic  Indwelling  of 
God.  “Oh,  happy  state  in  which  the  soul  ceases  to  be 
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and  God  alone  is  in  it !  The  understanding  sees  God 
and  loses  itself  in  him,  and  although  this  vision  is  so 
clear,  I  am  not  able  to  describe  it.  The  will  is  inflamed 
with  ardent  love  for  God,  and  also  loses  itself  in  him. 
During  these  days  my  soul  was  intoxicated  with  joy.” 

It  is  not  surprising  that  this  highly  favoured  Re¬ 
ligious  exclaims  :  “  O  my  God  !  Give  me  strength  to 
bear  thy  love  or  else,  weak  creature  that  I  am,  I  shall 
succumb  to  it.  My  Jesus  !  It  is  too  much  !  Too  much 
joy  and  rapture  dost  thou  give  me!” 

The  consequence  of  these  extraordinary  graces  of 
prayer  was  not  infrequently  a  sort  of  double  conscious¬ 
ness.  Although  the  soul  was  occupied  to  a  high 
degree  with  God,  this  did  not  prevent  her  at  the  same 
time  from  fulfilling  all  the  duties  of  her  office.  Here 
are  some  examples  of  this  :  “  During  the  day,  almost 
continuously  in  the  depths  of  my  soul,  I  see  and  taste 
God  in  deep  peace.  If  my  mind  has  to  occupy  itself 
with  the  duties  of  my  charge,  my  will  remains  with 
God,  my  Sovereign  Good,  and  as  soon  as  my  thoughts 
are  free,  they  follow  my  will.”  In  the  previous  year 
she  had  written:  ‘‘To-day  I  saw  and  tasted  God 
almost  continuously  in  the  depths  of  my  soul, 
althougfi  I  had  to  occupy  myself  with  various  kinds 
of  business.  In  this  state  the  peace  of  my  soul  is 
indescribably  great,  so  that  even  great  confusion 
could  not  disturb  it.” 

Although  Sister  Emilie  was  most  careful  to  avoid 
anything  that  might  betray  what  was  passing  in  her 
soul,  she  could  not  manage  to  conceal  from  others  the 
gift  of  tears  which  she  possessed  in  a  high  degree. 
These  tears  flowed  so  freely  and  with  such  force  that 
her  eyes  were  weakened  and  her  cheeks  seemed  to  be 
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burned  by  them.  Even  when  playing  the  organ  she 
often  wept.  When,  in  spite  of  all  her  efforts,  she  could 
not  restrain  her  tears  and  sobs  during  prayer,  she 
reproached  herself  for  her  want  of  self-control.  Our 
Saviour  consoled  her.  “  Not  one  of  your  tears  shall 
be  wasted.”  Then  she  examined  herself,  and  saw 
clearly  the  difference  between  those  she  shed  and  the 
tears  caused  by  weak  nerves  or  an  over-sensitive  dis¬ 
position.  She  found  that  the  cause  of  her  weeping  was 
sorrow  for  her  sins,  and  for  her  opposition  to  divine 
grace,  or  pity  for  the  sufferings  of  our  Lord.  She 
wept,  too,  when  praying  earnestly  for  the  conversion 
of  sinners.  Her  tears  sprang  from  her  longing  for 
God,  from  the  sweetness  of  the  love  of  God,  or  from 
excessive  joy.  So  she  became  conscious  of  the  fact 
that  it  was  not  in  her  own  power  to  control  them. 

There  is  always  a  close  connection  between  genuine 
mystic  gifts  of  prayer  and  extraordinary  sufferings  to 
be  borne  for  Jesus,  or  work  to  be  accomplished  for 
him.  So  it  was  with  Sister  Emilie.  We  shall  devote 
a  chapter  later  on  to  the  development  of  this  point. 

In  the  beginning  her  confessor  insisted  that  she 
should  fight  against  her  attraction  for  contemplation. 
He  showed  her  plainly  that  he  attached  no  importance 
to  what  was  extraordinary  in  her  interior  life,  and 
was  very  cold  in  manner  to  her  whenever  there  was  a 
question  of  it.  He  trained  her  to  strive  after  perfection 
by  interior  mortification  and  the  conscientious  accom¬ 
plishment  of  all  her  duties.  As  regards  visions  and 
locutions,  he  always  warned  her  most  earnestly  to  do 
her  best  to  forget  them,  and  to  think  of  them  only  in 
so  far  as  they  helped  to  incite  her  to  a  higher  per¬ 
fection.  He  told  her  from  time  to  time  that  the  evil 
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one  gladly  made  use  of  extraordinary  states,  even  of 
visions,  and  clothed  himself  as  an  angel  of  light  in 
order  the  more  surely  to  attain  his  ends.  For  this 
reason  she  must  frequently  give  an  account  of  her 
soul,  he  told  her,  so  that  her  confessor  might  be  the 
better  able  to  judge. 

Later  on  her  director  left  her  to  the  guidance  of 
God,  and  made  no  further  objection  to  her  yielding 
to  the  grace  of  contemplation.  All  the  same,  she  never 
tried  to  incite  herself  to  this  method  of  prayer.  In  her 
last  years  she  feared  more  than  ever  the  dangers  and 
responsibilities  of  a  life  of  high  prayer.  The  thought 
kept  recurring  to  her  that  acting  by  faith  was  more 
excellent  and  more  useful  than  acting  by  sight,  and 
with  it  was  the  humble  consciousness  that  she  was 
utterly  unworthy  of  such  graces.  On  this  account,  her 
longing  increased  to  be  led  by  God  along  the  ordinary 
paths.  She  allowed  this  desire  to  grow  so  strong  in 
her  as  to  draw  on  her  a  rebuke  from  our  Lord. 
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(1856-1858) 

7 MI  ROUGH  the  Humanity  of  Christ  to  his 
Divinity,  says  St  Augustine,  and  we  find  the 
confirmation  of  his  words  in  the  life  of  the 
Dusseldorf  Religious.  At  one  time  we  hear  of  an 
imaginative  interior  vision  and  at  another  of  a  form¬ 
less,  imageless,  purely  spiritual  indwelling  of  God. 
At  the  same  time,  there  appears  in  these  visions, 
especially  after  her  perpetual  vows  in  1856,  an  extra¬ 
ordinarily  tender  and  condescending  intercourse  be¬ 
tween  our  Lord  and  his  consecrated  Spouse.  It  is 
remarkable  that  in  her  visions  there  is  no  connection 
with  the  mysteries  celebrated  in  the  ecclesiastical  year, 
or  with  the  liturgy. 

On  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  1856, 
she  writes  in  a  letter  to  her  confessor  :  “  To-day  my 
beloved  Saviour  was  with  me  all  the  time  and  spoke 
so  intimately  to  me  that  all  day  long  my  soul  was  in 
a  rapture  of  delight.  I  could  scarcely  realise  my  joy, 
so  that  I  said  several  times  to  my  beloved  Saviour  : 

‘  Leave  me,  O  my  divine  Bridegroom,  it  is  too  much. 
I  shall  not  be  able  to  live.’  In  this  state  my  will  was 
bound  by  ardent  love  to  him,  my  Sovereign  Good, 
but  my  mind  was  more  free.”  Six  days  before  she  had 
written  :  “  My  beloved  Saviour  showed  me  in  a  clear 
light  how  exceedingly  lovingly  he  had  led  and  guided 
me,  how  he  appeared  to  me  and  showed  himself 
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whenever  my  heart  began  to  take  pleasure  in  any¬ 
thing  created.  And  yet  it  was  not  in  the  same  way  as 
now;  I  suddenly  remembered  him  and  saw  him,  just 
as  I  recall  a  person ;  but  my  Jesus  came  to  my  mind 
as  being  so  utterly  lovable  that  he  took  possession  of 
me,  and  no  one  else  could  satisfy  me.” 

We  see  here  clearly  the  difference  between  the 
mental  image  of  one’s  own  creation  and  that  of  our 
Lord  produced  by  the  mystic  grace.  In  her  earlier 
years  the  former  often  appeared  vividly  before  her 
soul  to  detach  her  from  all  that  might  bind  her  to  the 
world.  It  is  something  quite  different  when  “  the  soul 
is  deeply  recollected  and  Jesus  speaks  in  the  depths  of 
the  soul.  He  it  was,  most  certainly,  for  our  Saviour 
alone  could  produce  such  an  effect.”  Sister  Emilie 
was  so  fortunate  as  to  be  able  to  say  :  “  Just  as  what 
I  saw  was  clearer  than  the  visible  objects  that  I  see 
with  my  eyes,  so  I  heard  the  words  more  distinctly 
than  those  words  which  I  hear  with  my  ears.  I  was 
also  firmly  convinced  that  God  was  with  me,  and  that 
he  spoke  to  me.” 

The  presence  of  Christ  had  a  similar  effect.  ‘‘The 
sacred  presence  of  my  Saviour  always  fills  my  soul 
with  rest  and  peace,  and  even  if  I  wished  not  to  hear 
his  words,  I  could  not  help  doing  so.  I  see  him ;  how 
and  in  what  way  I  cannot  tell.  Indeed  I  cannot 
describe  the  presence  of  my  Saviour  more  clearly.” 

The  words  of  Jesus  made  a  deep  impression  on  her 
soul.  They  always  bring  to  pass  that  which  they 
express.  “  One  day  when  I  had  an  unspeakable  long¬ 
ing  for  my  Saviour  ,  ,  .  he  said  to  me,  so  gently  and 
kindly,  ‘  I  know  your  longing  and  your  pain  and  I 
am  with  you  in  your  exile  to  strengthen  and  to  com- 
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fort  you.  Give  yourself  up  entirely  to  me.’  ”  Our 
Lord  deigned  to  instruct  her.  “  My  beloved  Saviour 
taught  me  how  to  act  when  I  am  disturbed  and  at 
other  times.  Then  he  consoled  me  lovingly,  and  con¬ 
versed  most  familiarly  with  me.” 

Far  more  sublime  than  the  appearance  of  our  Lord 
to  the  interior  senses  is  the  purely  spiritual  vision. 
"I  do  not  see  my  beloved  Saviour  under  any  form 
as  I  have  so  often  seen  him,  and  yet  I  might  say  that 
I  see  him,  but  with  the  spirit ;  and  I  am  so  firmly  con¬ 
vinced  that  it  is  he,  that  the  whole  world  could  not 
persuade  me  to  the  contrary.  In  the  same  way,  I 
understand  so  perfectly  his  words  without,  however, 
hearing  them,  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to 
mistake  them.” 

Since  the  thirteenth  century  it  is  most  frequently 
our  Saviour  in  his  Passion,  or  showing  his  sacred 
Wounds,  that  the  mystics  have  seen  in  their  visions. 
So,  too,  did  this  Daughter  of  the  Cross  see  him.  Many 
of  these  visions  are  of  great  beauty,  and  our  Lord’s 
words  convey  deep  truths. 

“  When  I  was  kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  my 
beloved  Saviour  stood  before  me  showing  his  adorable 
Wounds.  How  long  I  contemplated  my  good  Lord  and 
Master  in  blissful  rapture  I  cannot  say.  He,  himself, 
aroused  me  from  this  state  by  saying  to  me,  ‘  See  the 
source  of  all  graces  !  Quench  your  longing  here,  and 
draw  for  those  who  cannot  do  so  for  themselves,  and 
lead  souls  to  the  source  of  life.’  ” 

This  thought  is  further  developed  in  another 
vision  :  “  One  evening,  when  I  was  near  my  dear 
Saviour  at  the  foot  of  the  altar,  suddenly  my  Saviour 
stood  before  me  and  showed  me  his  most  holy 


IOO  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

Wounds.  ...  He  then  said  to  me,  ‘  These  sources 
of  grace  are  open  to  all  at  all  times,  and  those  who 
drew  near  to  them  would  find  all  they  needed,  as  well 
as  such  treasures  as  enrapture  you ;  but  only  a  few 
know  this,  and  fewer  still  draw  near  to  these  sources 
of  salvation.  But  do  you  share  this  pain  with  me.’  ” 

“  I  long  with  an  indescribable  yearning  for  my 
Saviour  alone,”  she  confesses  to  her  director,  ‘‘and 
this  longing  is  the  fruit  of  his  most  Sacred  Heart.” 

Still  greater  graces  were  to  be  hers  in  the  splendid 
visions  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  The  old  Carmelite 
Chapel  in  Diisseldorf  has  often  witnessed  scenes  like 
those  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Visitation  at  Paray-le- 
Monial  in  the  days  of  St  Margaret  Mary  when,  during 
the  Holy  Hour,  the  Superior  was  kneeling  before  the 
Tabernacle.  The  first  vision  of  the  Sacred  Heart  was 
on  January  2,  1856,  on  the  eve  of  the  First  Friday.  The 
favoured  Daughter  of  the  Cross  thus  wrote  to  her 
director  :  “  My  beloved  Saviour  showed  me  his  divine 
Heart  full  of  love  for  men,  and  as  I  was  rapt  in  the 
deepest  amazement  he  said  to  me,  ‘  If  you  knew 
how  great  is  my  desire  to  converse  familiarly  with  my 
chosen  ones  already  in  this  life,  and  to  bestow  on 
them  a  rich  measure  of  the  love  you  see,  you  would 
do  still  more  to  satisfy  this  desire.’  An  indescribable 
pain  followed  my  joyous  rapture,  for  I  realised  at 
that  moment  how  little  loved  is  my  beloved  Saviour 
hidden  in  the  Sacrament  of  his  Love.  I  saw  that 
many  from  whom  he  might  have  expected  a  special 
love  feel  for  him  little  more  than  coldness  and  in¬ 
difference.” 

A  year  later  she  could  tell  of  a  similar  grace. 
“  When  I  was  kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the  altar, 
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suddenly  my  Saviour  stood  before  me  showing  me 
his  Wounds.  From  them  streamed  rays  of  wonderful 
splendour,  especially  from  the  Wound  in  his  most 
Sacred  Heart.  He  said,  ‘  Come  to  the  fountain- 
springs  of  my  love.  They  are  free  to  all,  but  few 
find  the  way  to  them.  You  have  found  it;  draw 
copiously  for  yourself  and  for  others.’  When  I  re¬ 
turned  to  my  natural  state,  I  had  a  great  longing  for 
the  salvation  of  souls  and  for  suffering.  ...  I  begged 
my  beloved  Saviour  for  the  grace  of  living  an  entirely 
unknown  and  hidden  life  as  regards  my  interior.  My 
divine  Spouse  showed  me  his  Sacred  Heart  all  glow¬ 
ing  with  love  and  said,  ‘  Here  is  your  hidden  place  of 
rest.’  At  first  I  was  enraptured  with  joy,  but  after¬ 
wards  I  conceived  an  indescribable  longing  for  suffer¬ 
ing.  I  implored  my  beloved  Saviour,  for  the  sake  of 
his  love,  to  let  me  suffer  and  be  despised.” 

Later  on  our  Lord  told  her  that  if  she  wished  to 
remain  in  his  Heart  she  must  become  very  small.  As 
she  wanted  to  be  relieved  of  her  office,  in  order  to 
devote  herself  entirely  to  the  contemplative  life,  our 
Blessed  Lord  appeared  to  her  and  rebuked  her  severely, 
showing  her  how  much  she  was  wounding  his  Heart. 
Ten  years  before  her  confessor  had  told  her  that  she 
could  not  wound  him  more  cruelly  than  by  want  of 
trust  in  him. 

In  connection  with  the  repeated  visions  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  that  became  more  and  more  sublime  in 
character,  she  experienced,  as  so  many  other  mystics 
have  done,  the  grace  of  the  piercing  of  her  own  heart. 
St  Teresa  describes  this  in  her  Autobiography.  One 
evening  Sister  Emilie  was  praying,  “Teach  all  to 
know  thee  as  thou  hast  taught  me,  so  that  they  may 
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all  love  thee  above  all  things,”  and  she  offered  herself 
as  a  victim  on  behalf  of  sinners.  Suddenly  she  ex¬ 
perienced  a  terrible  pain.  “  It  seemed,”  she  wrote, 
‘‘as  if  I  had  received  a  deep  wound  in  my  heart. 
Since  then  I  have  often  had  this  pain.  Poor,  poor 
sinners  1  If  they  only  knew  what  they  have  cost  my 
beloved  Saviour !  My  Jesus  then  said  to  me,  ‘  Share 
with  me  the  pain  in  my  Heart.’  ”  At  the  same 
moment  she  saw  “the  greatness  of  the  ingratitude 
of  men,  how  they  withstand  grace,  and  in  doing  so 
grieve  our  Saviour,  their  good  Lord  and  Master ; 
especially  how  the  more  favoured  souls  wound  the 
loving  and  compassionate  Heart  of  the  Saviour.” 
When  she  saw  this,  the  pain  became  so  great  that  she 
thought  she  would  die  of  it. 

During  the  Holy  Hour  on  December  5,  1856,  she 
received  again  the  same  grace,  though  in  a  higher 
degree.  She  reports  to  her  confessor  :  “  In  the  even¬ 
ing,  when  I  had  been  kneeling  for  some  minutes 
before  the  altar,  suddenly  my  beloved  Saviour  stood 
before  me.  He  showed  me  his  divine  Heart  pierced 
through  and  through.  In  amazement,  and  in  unspeak¬ 
ably  great  pain,  I  gazed  at  those  precious  Wounds. 
Then  my  Saviour  said  to  me,  ‘  See  how  I  am  wounded 
by  my  own,  by  their  cold  and  stinted  love.  But  if 
you  will,  you  can  heal  these  wounds.’  ‘  Beloved 
Saviour,’  I  said,  ‘  give  me  love  wherewith  I  may  heal 
these  precious  Wounds,  else  I  shall  die  of  pain.’  At 
that  moment  I  felt  an  indescribably  great  pain,  and 
it  seemed  to  me  as  if  my  heart  were  pierced  through 
and  through  in  a  marvellous  way ;  the  pain  itself  was 
marvellous  too.” 

With  the  greatest  interior  repugnance,  and  with 
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a  deep  sense  of  shame,  she  wrote  on  January  9,  1857, 
of  another  vision  of  the  Sacred  Heart  that  reminds 
us  of  the  wounding  of  the  heart  of  St  Gertrude.  “  As 
I  begged  my  beloved  Saviour  to  share  his  sufferings 
with  me,  he  suddenly  stood  before  me  in  resplendent 
glory.  I  had  no  need  to  envy  the  blessed  in  heaven. 
My  divine  Bridegroom  said  to  me  with  indescribable 
love,  ‘  Do  you  wish  me  to  be  your  Spouse  ?’  I 
answered,  ‘What  am  I,  my  Lord  and  my  God?’ 
‘Of  thyself,’  he  replied,  ‘thou  art  nothing;  what 
thou  art,  thou  art  through  me.  But  I  have  chosen 
thee  for  myself  and  this  shall  be  the  token.’  At  that 
instant  I  saw  a  brilliant  ray  dart  from  the  Heart  of 
my  divine  Spouse  and  enter  my  heart.  I  found  that 
my  heart  was  more  deeply  wounded  than  ever  by  the 
love  of  Jesus.  When,  after  a  short  hour,  I  came  back 
to  my  natural  state,  the  pain  in  my  heart  remained, 
and  although  I  could  hardly  grasp  what  had  taken 
place  in  me,  yet  I  could  not  doubt  the  truth  of  it.” 

More  wonderful  than  all  her  former  visions  was  the 
grace  she  received  on  Corpus  Christi,  1858.  Sister 
Emilie  was  meditating  on  the  profound  humility  of 
our  Lord.  “Suddenly,”  she  writes,  “I  saw  the 
loving  Redeemer,  in  his  divine  majesty  and  heavenly 
glory,  seated  on  a  throne  all  resplendent  with  a 
wonderful  light.  I  had  never  yet  seen  my  divine 
Spouse  in  a  state  of  such  glory.  My  beloved  Saviour 
drew  me  out  of  my  state  of  blissful  wonder  by  saying 
to  me,  with  indescribable  gentleness,  ‘  See  these 
treasures  of  grace.  Refuse  me  nothing  and  I  will 
adorn  you  with  them  so  that  I  may  be  perfectly  well 
pleased  with  you.’  I  am  not  able  to  say  how  I  saw 
the  treasures  of  grace,  nor  to  describe  their  beauty, 
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although  they  are  still  clearly  before  my  mind.  Since 
then  my  soul  has  three  times  been  raised  to  that 
exalted  state  in  which,  as  it  seems  to  me,  it  shares  the 
happiness  of  the  blessed  in  heaven — though  this  lasts 
but  for  a  short  time — for  it  is  entirely  united  to  God, 
its  Sovereign  Good,  it  sees  him,  and  in  a  blissful 
rapture  it  loses  itself  in  him.  Twice  this  happened 
during  prayer  and  once  during  spiritual  reading,  and 
it  came  on  gradually,  without  my  being  able  to  pre¬ 
vent  it.” 

It  is  not  hard  to  understand  her  complaint :  “  Thou, 
my  Saviour,  knowest  what  the  poor  soul  suffers  when, 
after  it  has  tasted  of  the  joys  of  Heaven  and  rested  in 
an  excess  of  rapture  in  thee,  it  is  obliged  to  occupy 
itself  with  worldly  things.”  It  is  not  surprising  either 
that  the  busy  Superior  confesses  to  her  director,  “  It 
is  becoming  daily  harder  for  me  to  hold  intercourse 
with  people  and  to  occupy  myself  with  temporal 
matters;  it  is  only  for  love  of  Jesus  that  I  am  able  to 
overcome  myself  on  this  point.”  Then  she  adds,  “  I 
am,  however,  ready  to  do  so  as  often  and  for  as  long 
as  my  duty — that  is,  as  long  as  God  asks  it  of  me.” 

Gladly  would  she  have  devoted  her  time  to  prayer. 
Her  enlightened  director  would  not,  however,  allow 
this.  When  she  made  her  complaint  to  our  Lord  she 
heard  these  words  :  “  Why  are  you  sad  and  afraid  of 
being  separated  from  me  ?  See,  I  am  always  with  you  ; 
you  will  find  me  in  the  depths  of  your  soul.  It  is  only 
you  yourself  who  can  drive  me  from  you ;  obey  and 
conceal  nothing.” 

These  last  words  are  all  important  in  judging  of 
the  nature  of  her  visions. 
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THOUGH  the  Superior  of  the  Daughters  of 


the  Cross  in  Diisseldorf  was  overburdened 


■a.  JLwith  work  and  with  temporal  cares,  we  may 
well  describe  her  life  as  “  Eucharistic.”  In  the  Holy 
Hour,  when  she  knelt  motionless  till  midnight  before 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  she  received  signal  tokens  of 
tenderness  and  love.  She  was  repeatedly  a  witness  of 
the  marvel  wrought  by  the  compassion  of  our  Saviour 
for  mankind  in  the  holy  Eucharist,  not  merely  in  his 
presence  in  the  Tabernacle,  but  especially  during  the 
sacrifice  of  the  Mass  and  in  Holy  Communion.  Once 
our  Lord  spoke  to  his  faithful  spouse:  ‘‘This  love 
which  you  see  is  hardly  ever  acknowledged,  and  is 
still  more  seldom  returned ;  but  do  you  love  it  and 
make  it  known!”  Love,  pain,  and  shame  then  filled 
her  soul.  Her  longing  to  win  souls  for  God  was  so 
great  that  she  would  gladly  have  given  her  life  for 
each  and  all.  “  If  only  I  could  make  known  to  all,  to 
all,  to  all  this  love  of  Jesus  which  I  have  seen,”  she 
cries,  “  no  one  would  be  able  to  refuse  him  his  heart 
or  to  withstand  such  love.” 

This  holy  Daughter  of  the  Cross  received  repeatedly 
great  lights  on  the  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass. 
“Although,”  she  writes,  “the  holy  sacrifice  of  the 
Mass  is  invisible,  for  me  it  is  not  so,  for  I  see  it  more 
clearly  spiritually  than  if  I  had  been  able  to  see  it 
with  my  own  eyes  on  Calvary.” 
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It  was  to  the  sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in  the  first  place 
that  she  ascribed  the  graces  that  fell  to  her  lot. 
“  Especially  during  the  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass 
does  my  beloved  Saviour  reveal  himself  to  me.  After 
the  Consecration  I  see  him  and  his  infinite  love.  My 
Jesus  here  is  all  mine  and  I  am  all  his.  After  Mass 
I  feel  more  courage  and  strength  and  an  almost 
insatiable  longing  for  suffering.” 

She  was  shown  the  different  share  each  had  in  the 
sacrifice  according  to  his  own  co-operation.  “  When 
during  holy  Mass  I  saw  my  beloved  Saviour  offering 
himself  up  for  us  with  unspeakable  love,  I  saw,  too, 
that  my  Saviour  did  not  belong  to  each  as  a  sacrifice, 
and  that  those  present  participated  in  it  in  very 
different  degrees  which  depended  on  the  state  and 
disposition  of  their  souls.  I  saw  also  how  my  beloved 
Saviour  gave  himself  up  for  me.  My  soul  was  intoxi¬ 
cated  with  joy  at  that  moment,  but  what  it  felt  I 
cannot  describe.  If  only  I  could  inspire  everyone  with 
deep  reverence  and  burning  love  !  If  only  I  could  win 
all,  all  hearts  to  offer  them  to  him  in  return  as  a  sacri¬ 
fice  of  love  !  I  cannot  say  how  much  I  suffer  that 
such  untold  love  meets  with  so  little  or  with  no 
response.” 

For  this  reason  she  would  have  wished  to  speak  to 
all  of  the  love  of  our  Lord  in  the  holy  Sacrifice  and 
to  bring  all  to  this  source  of  grace.  “  After  the  Con¬ 
secration  I  saw  my  dear  Saviour.  His  sacred  wounds 
gave  forth  rays  of  wonderful  brilliance,  especially  the 
wound  in  his  Sacred  Heart.  My  Jesus  said  :  ‘  This 
fountain  is  open  to  all,  but  they  do  not  draw  near  to 
it.  Draw  from  it  for  yourself  and  for  others.’  I  did 
what  my  Saviour  said.  I  commended  everyone  to  this 
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unspeakably  loving  heart  that  enthralled  me  with 
such  delight.” 

Not  long  after  she  writes:  “To-day,  during  the 
holy  Mass,  Jesus  was  again  visible  to  me  as  the 
Victim  with  his  infinite  treasures  of  grace.  How  it 
grieves  me  that  faith  in  this  mystery  of  untold  love 
is  so  cold  !  Men  take  a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  get  a 
drop  of  fresh  water,  and  neglect  to  draw  freely  from 
these  wonderful  springs.” 

Two  other  visions  make  clear  to  us  the  wealth  of 
grace  in  the  holy  Mass  as  connected  with  the  sacred 
wounds  of  our  Lord. 

“  Immediately  after  the  Consecration  I  saw  my 
beloved  Saviour.  From  his  sacred  wounds  streamed 
countless  rays  of  marvellous  splendour.  I  saw  how 
these  rays  were  showered  over  those  present,  though 
not  on  all  of  them.  The  rays  rested  very  unequally 
on  them.  I,  too,  had  a  share  in  these  rays  of  grace, 
and  my  soul  was  plunged  by  them  in  a  sea  of  bliss. 
A  few  days  later  I  again  saw  my  beloved  Saviour 
after  the  Consecration  in  indescribable  splendour. 
From  his  sacred  wounds,  and  especially  from  the 
wound  in  his  heart,  I  saw  grace  flowing  in  marvellous 
forms.  Then  my  beloved  Saviour  said  :  ‘  What  you 
here  see  and  do  not  understand  is  the  fruit  of  my  love 
for  men.  Never  forget  what  you  have  seen  and  seek 
here  for  whatever  you  need.’  When  I  returned  to  my 
natural  state  I  should  have  liked  to  be  able  to  tell 
everyone  what  I  had  seen,  to  cry  out  to  all  to  love 
him  who  has  so  loved  us  and  who  still  loves  us  so 
unspeakably.” 

If  the  presence  of  our  Lord  in  the  Eucharist  and  in 
the  unbloody  sacrifice  of  the  altar  was  so  important 
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in  the  mystical  life  of  this  favoured  Daughter  of  the 
Cross,  we  may  take  it  for  granted  that  still  more  so 
was  the  union  entered  into  by  the  soul  on  receiving 
Jesus  in  Holy  Communion.  With  the  eyes  of  the 
spirit,  Sister  Emilie  often  beheld,  clear  and  distinct 
in  a  supernatural  light,  secrets  that  otherwise  we  can 
know  of  only  by  faith.  These  visions,  like  those  we 
have  already  spoken  of,  occur  most  frequently  in  the 
years  from  1856  to  her  death.  But  for  years  before 
this  time  she  had  received  the  extraordinary  grace  of 
experiencing  the  sensible  presence  of  our  Lord  in 
Holy  Communion. 

“At  Holy  Communion,”  we  read  in  her  notes, 
“Jesus  often  does  such  wonderful  things  in  my  soul 
that  I  can  scarcely  grasp  them.”  Several  times  she 
writes  more  in  detail  of  these  graces.  “  After  Holy 
Communion  my  divine  Spouse  showed  me  his  infinite 
love,  and  said  :  ‘  All  this  love  is  yours ;  give  yourself 
up  entirely  to  it.’  Then  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  was 
consumed  by  a  wonderful  fire.”  At  the  end  of  a  long 
period  of  heavy  suffering,  she  writes  to  Father  von 
der  Burg  :  “  On  Easter  Sunday  when  I  was  united 
to  my  divine  Saviour  in  Holy  Communion,  I  saw  him 
in  my  soul  as  if  seated  on  a  throne  there  and  re¬ 
splendent  with  marvellous  glory.  At  the  sight  I  was 
plunged  into  an  ocean  of  joy.”  More  often  Sister 
Emilie  acknowledges  that  in  her  rapture  after  Holy 
Communion  she  was  deprived  of  the  use  of  her  senses. 
“  After  Holy  Communion  my  soul  felt  unspeakable 
delight.  What  I  saw  and  experienced  far  exceeds 
anything  anyone  can  imagine;  I  am  not  able  to 
explain  it.  When  I  returned  to  my  natural  state  my 
heart  was  consumed  by  a  wonderful  fire.” 
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Sometimes  it  happened  that  she  could  scarcely 
manage  to  conceal  the  joy  she  felt  at  the  sensible 
presence  of  him  whom  her  soul  so  deeply  loved. 
“  When  through  Holy  Communion  I  am  united  to 
my  beloved  Saviour,  my  soul  is  intoxicated  with  joy, 
and  in  this  blessed  intoxication  I  do  not  know  what  I 
am  doing;  I  laugh  and  cry,  and  would  like  to  tell 
everyone  of  my  happiness,  for  I  can  scarcely  contain 
myself.” 

Already  in  the  previous  year,  1856,  speaking  in 
general  of  the  graces  she  received  in  Holy  Com¬ 
munion,  she  remarked  :  “  Often,  especially  after  Holy 
Communion,  I  find  myself  in  a  state  that  is  hard  to 
describe.  My  soul  is  quite  lost  in  God,  and  what  it 
sees  and  experiences  in  him  fills  it  with  such  rapture 
that  it  can  scarcely  bear  it,  and  therefore  cries  out : 

‘  It  is  too  much,  my  Lord  and  my  God,  it  is  far  too 
much!’  In  its  rapturous  joy  the  soul  hardly  knows 
what  it  is  doing.  It  would  like  to  communicate  its  joy 
to  all,  to  enrich  all  with  its  riches,  and  especially  to 
make  him  known  in  whom  it  has  found  all  this 
wealth.” 

She  was  distinctly  conscious  of  the  sacramental 
effects  of  Holy  Communion  in  her  soul.  “  It  seemed 
to  me  as  if  the  wonderful  fire  purified  my  soul  from 
even  the  smallest  stain.  It  did  not  seem  a  great  thing 
to  die  for  Jesus.  I  experienced  also  a  very  great  long¬ 
ing  for  the  salvation  of  souls,  so  that  I  would  have 
given  my  life  for  each  one.  I  was  all  day  long  in 
this  state.” 

Before  Pius  X,  in  his  decrees  on  Holy  Communion, 
had  made  generally  known  the  true  teaching  of  the 
Church,  it  was  customary,  especially  during  the  last 
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century,  even  in  very  fervent  Communities,  for  the 
Religious  to  approach  the  Table  of  the  Lord  only  on 
Sundays  and  festivals  and  on  one  or  other  day  in  the 
week.  Sister  Emilie,  however,  was  consumed  with  an 
ardent  longing  to  receive  our  Lord  daily  in  the  Sacra¬ 
ment  of  his  love. 

Her  confessor  allowed  her  the  privilege  of  doing 
so  each  day  except  that  on  which  she  went  to  con¬ 
fession,  which  shows  in  what  high  esteem  he  held  the 
purity  and  virtue  of  his  penitent.  For  the  common 
opinion  of  moralists  in  those  days  was  that  unusual 
sanctity  should  be  required  of  those  who  received 
Holy  Communion  daily.  In  accordance  with  the  usual 
custom,  the  conscientious  Religious  thought  it  neces¬ 
sary  to  ask  permission  also  of  the  Superior  General. 
She  wrote  towards  the  end  of  September,  1854, 
Li&ge  :  “  Dear,  good  Mother,  I  venture  to  ask  you 
through  the  love  that  you  bear  to  Jesus  and  Mary, 
to  allow  me  to  receive  Holy  Communion  more  often. 
If  I  could  only  tell  you  how  ardent  my  desire  is  to 
receive  my  adorable  Saviour,  I  think  you  would  not 
refuse  me.  I  would  gladly  offer  up  these  Holy  Com¬ 
munions  for  you.  I  will  obey  you  even  if  it  should 
cost  me  my  life.”  At  last  came  the  longed-for  answer ; 
it  was  a  refusal.  We  can  see  how  great  was  the  pain 
it  caused  her  by  her  humble  reply  :  “  I  have  received 
your  dear  letter,  dear,  good  Mother,  and  I  dare  not 
hide  from  you  the  fact  that  I  am  deeply  grieved  by 
it.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  my  heart  would  break  with 
pain.  But  I  was  not  displeased,  for  I  know  well,  dear 
Mother,  that  you  desire  only  what  is  best  for  me,  and 
that  the  good  God  will  certainly  let  you  know  what  is 
necessary  for  my  growth  in  perfection.  I  am  now  ask- 
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ing  our  dear  Saviour  to  take  away  from  me  this  great 
desire  to  receive  him  in  Holy  Communion,  and  also, 
if  he  will,  the  pain  I  feel  at  not  being  able  to  do  so.” 

Our  Lord,  however,  took  from  her  neither  the  long¬ 
ing  nor  the  pain ;  but  he  richly  rewarded  her  yearning 
to  receive  him  by  great  graces  such  as  we  read  of 
from  time  to  time  in  the  Lives  of  the  Saints.  One  day, 
at  the  priest’s  Communion,  her  desire  to  be  united 
sacramentally  with  our  Lord  was  so  great  that  she 
was  quite  overcome  by  grief  at  having  to  remain  away 
from  him.  “Suddenly,”  she  writes,  “my  soul  was 
filled  with  a  wonderful  light,  and  in  that  same  instant 
my  sorrow  was  turned  into  joy.  I  saw  God  in  my  soul, 
but  quite  differently  from  the  way  in  which  I  see  and 
feel  him  in  my  soul  in  prayer  or  during  the  day.  How 
it  was  I  cannot  tell.  He  spoke  in  the  most  loving  way 
to  me  :  ‘  See  !  I  am  in  your  soul  in  order  to  satisfy 
your  longing!’  Since  that  time  my  desire  for  Holy 
Communion  is  not  less  great,  but  is  calmer.  Often  I 
find  in  myself  the  same  effects  as  if  I  really  had 
received  Holy  Communion.” 

Another  time  when  she  was  consumed  with  desire 
to  receive  our  Lord  and  earnestly  prayed  him  to 
satisfy  her  longing,  she  was  deprived  of  her  senses. 
“Before  me,”  she  writes,  “was  my  divine  Spouse 
all  resplendent  and  looking  at  me  with  unspeakable 
love.  He  said:  ‘  I  am  all  yours;  stay  with  me  always 
and  I  will  always  stay  with  you.’  The  powers  of  my 
soul  were  quite  riveted  to  what  they  saw  and  were 
enraptured  blissfully.” 

Sometimes,  we  learn  from  her  candid  and  childlike 
report  to  her  director,  our  Lord  granted  to  the 
obedient  Religious  what  men  had  refused  her,  and 
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this  in  a  way  similar  to  what  we  read  of  in  the  lives 
of  St  Stanislaus  Kostka,  St  Mary  Magdalen  de  Pazzi, 
and  St  Juliana  Falconieri.  On  January  12,  1857,  her 
desire  for  Holy  Communion  was  greater  even  than 
usual.  In  deep  confusion  she  reports  what  occurred 
to  her  confessor  :  “  My  Jesus  had  pity  on  me.  At  the 
priest’s  communion,  when  my  longing  had  reached  a 
pitch  of  intensity,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  had  really 
received  him  and  he  rested  in  my  heart.  I  felt  untold 
delight,  and  a  wonderful  fire  burned  in  my  heart.” 
The  same  thing  happened  again  three  months  later. 
“  At  the  Communion  of  the  faithful  I  had  an  in¬ 
describable  longing  to  be  united  by  Holy  Communion 
to  my  beloved  Saviour,  and  before  the  priest  left  the 
altar  to  give  it  to  the  communicants,  I  felt  the  sacred 
Host  on  my  tongue,  and  in  the  same  moment  so  great 
a  joy  and  delight  that  I  could  scarcely  bear  it.  It  was 
heaven  !  My  Jesus  in  my  heart  !  I  lived  no  longer  but 
he  in  me.” 

So  we  see  that  our  Lord  himself  took  care  that  her 
soul  was  the  gainer  by  her  humble  obedience,  and  that 
her  eucharistic  life  became  all  the  deeper  in  conse¬ 
quence  of  it. 


CHAPTER  XIV 
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ON  the  eve  of  her  perpetual  vows  our  Daughter 
of  the  Cross  had  written  down  among  her 
notes  and  resolutions :  “I  wish  to  know 
nothing  any  more,  to  understand  nothing  but  Jesus, 
my  Crucified  Spouse.  My  beloved  Saviour,  give  me  a 
share  in  thy  cross,  a  share  in  thy  sufferings.”  This 
petition  had  already  been  granted  her  very  fully,  but 
in  future  she  was  to  participate  still  more  fully  in  the 
Passion  of  our  Lord. 

When  St  Teresa,  in  her  Interior  Castle  (VI,  i), 
writes  of  the  call  to  high  mystical  graces,  she 
exclaims  :  “  My  God  I  What  sufferings  interior  and 
exterior  must  the  soul  endure  before  entering  here.  If 
it  could  foresee  them,  in  spite  of  the  great  advantages 
to  be  gained,  it  would  hardly  be  able  to  resolve  to 
endure  such  afflictions  that  it  must  reasonably  dread 
on  account  of  its  weakness.”  The  saint  specifies 
among  these  trials,  slander,  sickness,  and  heavy 
interior  suffering. 

Tauler  writes  :  “  If  the  heavenly  Father  has  decided 
to  adorn  a  soul  with  sublime  gifts  and  to  transform  it 
in  a  special  way,  it  is  not  his  custom  to  wash  it  gently ; 
on  the  contrary,  he  bathes  it  in  an  ocean  of  bitterness, 
plunges  it  right  in,  and  lets  it  sink  in  it.” 

Our  Diisseldorf  mystic  had  full  experience  of  all 
this.  We  have  already  described  what  she  had  to 
endure  in  the  way  of  calumny  and  contradictions  of 
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the  most  painful  sort  in  connection  with  the  restora¬ 
tion  of  religious  discipline  in  the  convent.  In  addition 
to  this,  she  was  continually  a  prey  to  agonising 
physical  sufferings.  The  hospital  doctor  who  always 
attended  her  gave  it  as  his  opinion  after  her  death 
that  she  had  been  suffering  from  many  different 
diseases,  and  had  endured  much  pain.  In  1857  she 
was  brought  to  the  doors  of  death  by  typhus,  and  ever 
afterwards  she  was  subject  to  violent  headaches.  In 
the  following  year  she  suffered  twice  from  a  badly 
ulcerated  and  inflamed  throat.  Towards  the  end  of 
November  her  periodic  headaches  increased  to  such 
an  extent  that  they  were  accompanied  by  sickness, 
giddiness,  and  weakness  of  the  eyes ;  the  pain  was  so 
intense  that  she  was  obliged  to  remain  in  a  sitting 
position  or  it  became  unbearable.  The  doctor  was 
greatly  struck  by  the  exemplary  patience  she  showed 
during  these  violent  attacks.  No  complaint  ever  fell 
from  her  lips,  and  if  anyone  wished  to  pray  for  her, 
she  asked  them  to  pray  only  that  the  Most  Holy  Will 
of  God  should  be  fulfilled  in  her. 

“  Once  I  saw  her  when  she  had  the  typhus,”  a 
Sister  tells  us;  “she  was  lying  with  white  face  and 
lips  blue  with  fever.  I  knelt  for  a  while  by  her  bed¬ 
side  and  asked  her  how  she  was.  WTh  a  smiling  face 
and  in  a  gentle  voice  she  answered  :  ‘  Very  well.  As 
God  wills.’  I  could  not  keep  back  my  tears.  When  I 
wanted  to  bathe  her  face  with  vinegar,  for  she  was 
nearly  beside  herself  with  the  violence  of  the  pain,  she 
stayed  my  hands,  seized  a  relic  of  the  holy  Cross,  and 
pressed  it  devoutly  to  her  lips.” 

In  addition  to  her  almost  continual  physical  suffer¬ 
ings  and  illness,  she  was  overburdened  with  work 
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and  anxiety  for  the  house  over  which  she  had  to  rule 
as  Superior  under  the  most  trying  circumstances. 
Often  she  had  not  enough  Sisters  to  do  the  work,  and 
yet  the  work  in  the  hospital  had  to  be  done. 

The  Superior  remained  calm  and  resigned  when, 
as  often  happened,  the  Sisters  fell  ill  who  were  so 
sorely  needed  for  nursing  the  sick  whether  in  the 
hospital  or  in  their  own  homes.  “  The  dear  God  loves 
and  tries  us,”  she  said  once,  “so  that  thereby  his 
holy  will  may  be  done.” 

All  this,  however,  may  have  seemed  bearable.  She 
certainly  had  in  her  faithful  Daughters  of  the  Cross 
loyal  supporters  ready  for  any  sacrifice,  but  the 
Nursing  Sisters  were  only  a  source  of  greater  anxiety, 
first  on  account  of  their  refractoriness,  due  to  a  com¬ 
plete  ignorance  of  the  religious  spirit,  and  later  on 
account  of  the  hideous  diseases  which  were  a  cause  of 
suffering  for  the  whole  house. 

She  had  always  the  greatest  reverence  for  priests. 
Each  time  a  priest  called  she  delighted  to  ask  his 
blessing.  But,  even  though  they  may  have  acted  with 
the  best  of  intentions,  some  of  them  were  a  cause  to 
her  of  bitter  suffering.  The  two  priests  who  lived  in 
the  house,  whom  she  had  treated  with  great  confidence 
and  from  whom  she  might  have  expected  help  and 
support,  did  their  best  to  hinder  her  at  every  turn. 
She  could  not  even  speak  freely  to  her  first  confessor 
in  Diisseldorf  after  he  had  allowed  himself  to  be 
prejudiced  against  her.  She  was  alone  and  forsaken. 

But  the  sorrows  and  sufferings  that  Providence  had 
assigned  to  her  were  not  enough  to  satisfy  her  desire 
of  becoming  like  to  Jesus  Crucified.  As  far  as 
obedience  allowed  her,  she  added  special  penitential 
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exercises.  She  would  readily  have  gone  too  far  in  this 
direction  had  she  not  been  prevented  by  obedience. 
This  much  she  confessed  herself.  “  Please  allow  me,” 
she  says  in  1854  in  a  letter  to  her  confessor,  “  also  to 
mix  fine  ashes  or  some  bitter  powder  that  is  not 
injurious  to  health  in  my  food  and  drink,  especially 
when  it  is  something  that  pleases  my  palate.”  The 
permission  was  granted. 

Although  her  physical  sufferings  and  obedience 
would  not  allow  her  to  fast  or  to  practise  severe 
corporal  austerities,  she  found  ways  of  gratifying  her 
longing  for  mortification.  The  Sister  in  the  dis¬ 
pensary  was  often  obliged  to  prepare  for  her  the 
bitterest  powder  that  she  knew  how  to  concoct.  At 
meal  times  she  quietly  sprinkled  it  on  her  plate  so 
that  the  food  must  have  been  most  distasteful.  When 
the  dispenser  found  the  use  for  which  the  powder  was 
destined  she  tried  to  avoid  giving  it,  but  her  efforts 
were  useless.  Sister  Emilie  had  a  strong  dislike  for 
salted  food.  The  Sisters  now  noticed  that  she  took 
into  the  refectory  with  her  a  small  packet  of  salt  in 
order  to  mix  it  with  her  food  and  drink,  and  when 
one  of  the  dishes  happened  to  be  burned  she  took  a 
second  helping.  She  had  a  great  repugnance  for 
taking  medicine,  but  all  the  same  she  drank  it  very 
slowly  in  order  to  taste  its  bitterness  to  the  full.  She 
repeatedly  complained  to  her  confessor  that  she  was 
leading  too  easy  a  life;  it  seemed  to  her  almost  un¬ 
bearable.  The  Rector,  however,  continued  to  restrain 
her  ardour  for  penance,  and  pointed  out  to  her  that 
the  zealous  accomplishment  of  all  her  duties  was  the 
most  profitable  of  mortifications. 

She  disliked  intensely  going  to  the  parlour.  On 
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this  account  her  confessor  was  all  the  more  insistent 
that  she  should  go  there,  especially  as  her  interior 
life  was  in  no  danger  of  suffering  from  her  visits  to 
it.  But  however  great  was  her  repugnance  at  having 
to  converse  with  so  many  persons,  she  was  always  so 
gracious  and  gentle  that  all  who  spoke  with  her  were 
greatly  impressed.  She  edified  everyone,  not  only  by 
her  conversation,  but  also  by  her  whole  bearing. 

At  times  when  people  gave  themselves  up  more 
than  usual  to  sinful  pleasures,  such  as  the  Carnival 
and  the  days  of  the  Diisseldorf  Fair,  she  begged  more 
earnestly  than  ever  to  be  allowed  to  practise  severer 
penances  and  to  spend  longer  time  in  prayer  so  that 
on  the  one  hand  the  unhappy  sinners  might  find 
mercy  rather  than  justice,  and  on  the  other  reparation 
might  be  made  to  God  for  the  sins  usually  committed 
in  greater  abundance  at  these  seasons.  Her  confessor 
used  to  grant  her  request  as  far  as  her  health  would 
allow  him  to  do  so. 

Even  before  seculars  she  could  hardly  conceal  the 
joy  she  felt  in  suffering,  and  they  were  deeply  im¬ 
pressed  in  consequence.  A  lady  who  belonged  to  the 
chapel  choir  recalled  long  after  the  death  of  Sister 
Emilie  how  the  latter  had  told  her  that  she  found  her 
happiness  in  trials  and  suffering. 

She  lays  bare  her  inmost  feelings  in  a  letter  to 
Sister  Gerhardirie,  in  whom  she  had  the  fullest  con¬ 
fidence.  It  was  dated  January  8,  1858,  a  time  of 
agonising  exterior  suffering  and  still  more  painful 
interior  desolation.  “  Let  us  love  Jesus,  our  Heavenly 
Spouse,”  she  writes,  ‘‘and  his  holy  Cross  and  we 
have  already  on  earth  a  little  Paradise.  It  is  quite 
right  for  the  Brides  of  a  Crucified  Bridegroom  to  be 
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fastened  to  the  Cross.  And  if  we  love  the  Cross  of 
Jesus — our  Cross — what  can  disturb  us  and  rob  us  of 
our  peace  and  true  happiness?” 

How  deeply  this  true  Daughter  of  the  Cross  had 
fathomed  the  importance  of  the  Cross  is  most  clearly 
seen  in  her  correspondence  with  her  former  Superior 
at  Aspel,  herself  a  great  sufferer. 

“  Do  you  know,”  she  writes  on  one  occasion,  “  that 
I  could  envy  you  your  happiness  ?  To  be  for  so  long 
a  time  fastened  to  the  dear  Cross  of  Jesus,  to  be  so 
closely  united  to  Jesus,  to  be  a  Bride  of  the  Cross  all 
the  time  out  of  love  for  one’s  Crucified  Bridegroom, 
to  become  daily  more  like  to  our  good,  divine  Master, 
to  glorify  and  love  God  more  perfectly  every  instant 
of  the  day,  to  purify  yourself  in  the  fiery  furnace  in 
which  the  most  holy  and  adorable  will  of  God  has 
placed  you,  more  and  more  to  detach  yourself  from 
earth,  this  land  of  exile,  and  to  draw  near  to  Heaven 
to  be  for  ever  united  to  the  divine  Spouse !  Yes, 
dear  Sister,  we  each  of  us  find  such  marks  of 
consideration  in  the  place  which  God  has  assigned  to 
us,  for  in  his  infinite  goodness,  Jesus  offers  each  one 
of  us  his  dear  Cross  with  all  its  advantages.  But  since 
the  good  Master  has  given  you  a  special  share  in  his 
holy  Cross,  you  will  also  have  a  special  share  in  the 
fruits  of  the  Cross  and  how  happy  one  day  those 
fruits  will  make  us  !  Jesus  is  our  Crucified  Spouse 
and  we  must  be  his,  but  only  for  a  short  time  while  on 
earth.  Afterwards,  dear  Sister,  there  will  be  an 
eternity  of  glory,  an  eternity  of  unspeakable  joy.  An 
eternity  in  the  closest  union  with  Jesus,  our  glorified 
Spouse,  that  will  be  our  reward  !” 

During  the  retreat  of  1855  she  wrote  in  her  notes  : 
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“  My  beloved  Saviour  !  I  can  no  longer  bear  the  sight 
of  thy  sufferings  if  I  may  not  share  them  with  thee  ! 
.  .  .  My  pain  to-day  is  not  what  it  used  to  be  before 
I  knew  thee  as  I  do  now.  Thy  love  for  me  causes 
other  sufferings  and  these  pains  I  offer  to  thee  in 
sacrifice;  the  pain  caused  by  my  great  longing  for 
thee ;  the  pain  aroused  by  my  burning  desire  to  love 
thee  when  I  cannot  do  so  according  to  my  desire;  the 
pain  my  soul  feels  when  it  is  chained  to  thee  in  prayer 
and  must  wrench  itself  loose  at  the  call  of  duty.  Thou 
knowest,  my  beloved  Saviour,  what  the  poor  soul  feels 
when,  after  having  tasted  of  the  joys  of  Heaven  in 
thee,  it  reposes  in  thee  in  an  excess  of  happiness  and 
then  must  occupy  itself  with  exterior  and  temporal 
things.” 

All  the  exterior  sufferings,  however,  the  physical 
pain,  the  humiliations  of  which  the  Superior  of  the 
Daughters  of  the  Cross  of  Diisseldorf  had  so  rich  a 
share,  these  were  by  no  means  the  worst  of  what  she 
had  to  endure.  Nor,  indeed,  were  the  interior  struggles 
and  temptations  which  she  knew  so  well  by  experi¬ 
ence  that  she  was  able  to  help  and  guide  others  who 
were  suffering  from  them. 

“  Physical  pain,”  she  often  repeats,  “  is  nothing 
in  comparison  with  the  pain  felt  by  the  soul.  The 
martyrs  during  their  torments  have  often  been  filled 
with  interior  consolation.  But  when  all  consolations, 
interior  and  exterior,  fail  us,  when  we  suffer  in  body 
and  in  soul  at  the  same  time,  then  we  can  become 
well  pleasing  to  God.”  Here,  too,  be  it  noted,  she  was 
speaking  from  experience. 

Strong  temptations,  interior  sufferings,  and 
struggles  which  only  increased  towards  the  end  of  her 
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life,  these  were  a  cause  of  greater  pain  to  this  faithful 
spouse  of  the  Cross  than  were  sickness  or  persecution. 
With  all  her  tender  care  to  preserve  a  spotless  purity 
of  soul,  conflicts  on  account  of  the  angelic  virtue  were 
a  fruitful  source  of  suffering  for  her.  In  the  anguish 
of  her  soul  she  implored  God  to  protect  her  from  the 
evil  one  and  not  to  allow  her  to  be  separated  from 
him  by  even  the  smallest  sin.  Then,  after  many 
storms,  our  Lord,  the  witness  of  her  conflict,  com¬ 
pensated  her  by  rich  graces  for  all  she  had  undergone. 
“  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  was  sinking  deeper  and 
deeper  into  God  and  was  surrounded  by  him  as  by  a 
strong  wall.  God  said  to  me  :  ‘  Why  do  you  fear  and 
tremble  ?  Give  yourself  up  to  me  and  you  are  per¬ 
fectly  safe,  for  I  will  protect  you.’  ” 

These  sufferings  served  as  a  preparation  for  still 
greater  graces  which,  in  their  turn,  were  to  cause 
sufferings  even  more  acute.  Far  from  her  heavenly 
home  and  the  divine  Spouse  for  whom  her  whole 
soul  was  thirsting,  she  endured  indescribable  tor¬ 
ments.  “No  one  who  had  not  experienced  it,”  she 
wrote,  “could  form  even  a  slight  conception  of  it; 
but  on  the  other  hand,  one  would  not  exchange  one 
moment  of  this  painful  state  for  all  the  joys  of  the 
world.”  These  sufferings  increased  from  year  to  year. 
“  I  cannot  say  how  painful  life  is  to  me,  far  from  God 
my  only  Good.  Everything  outside  of  him  causes  me 
weariness  and  disgust  unless  it  tends  to  the  glory 
of  God.”  A  year  before  her  death  she  wrote  to  her 
confessor  :  “  My  usual  state  is  a  very  painful  one. 
My  longing  for  God,  my  Sovereign  Good,  becomes 
greater  every  day.  Nothing,  nothing  whatever  apart 
from  him  gives  me  any  pleasure,  though  those  around 
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me  do  not  think  that  this  is  the  case.  It  is  good  that 
they  should  not  know.  To  continue  living  is  a 
constant  death;  death  would  be  life  for  me.  Unless  I 
had  myself  experienced  it,  I  should  never  have  be¬ 
lieved  that  love  could  cause  such  wonderful  suffering 
to  the  soul.” 

As  her  pain  increased  so,  too,  did  her  desire  of 
pain.  This  is  explained  by  a  wonderful  vision  granted 
her  during  Holy  Hour.  “  On  Thursday  evening 
when  I  was  in  the  church  in  order  to  make  the  Holy 
Hour,  I  was  suddenly  deprived  of  my  senses.  My 
beloved  Saviour  stood  before  me  with  a  deep  wound 
in  his  adorable  Heart.  He  held  a  chalice  in  his  hand 
and  looked  lovingly  at  me.  In  pain  and  wonder  I 
cried  out,  ‘  Oh,  that  my  heart  might  be  wounded  as 
thine  is!’  My  Jesus  then  looked  at  me  gently  and 
sadly  and  said,  ‘  Many  souls  are  grieved  on  account 
of  my  sufferings,  but  very  few  are  willing  to  suffer 
with  me.  Of  what  great  graces  do  they  deprive  them¬ 
selves!’  Thereupon  I  received  a  clear  understanding 
of  the  value  of  suffering,  and  begged  earnestly  for  a 
share  in  his  pain.  He  held  the  chalice  to  his  adorable 
heart  and  handed  it  to  me.  I  shrank  back,  for  it  was 
filled  with  the  bitterest  of  sufferings.  But  when  I 
looked  at  my  beloved  Saviour  I  felt  my  courage  rise, 
and  I  took  the  chalice  and  drained  it.  He  blessed  me 
then,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  was  drawn  once  more 
into  his  divine  Heart  until  I  completely  lost  myself 
in  it.  When  I  once  more  found  myself  in  my  natural 
state,  I  was  deeply  moved  and  experienced  a  great 
desire  for  suffering  which  was  soon  to  be  gratified, 
for  from  that  hour  till  Easter  Eve  my  soul  was  con¬ 
stantly  full  of  the  bitterest  pain.” 
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Once  before  had  our  Lord  granted  her  a  similar 
grace  during  the  Holy  Hour.  She  describes  it  thus 
to  her  director  :  “  When  I  was  thinking  over  my  sins 
and  many  infidelities  I  felt  a  very  great  longing  to 
suffer  much  for  my  beloved  Saviour,  on  which 
account  I  begged  him  earnestly  to  let  me  share  the 
sufferings  he  endured  in  the  Garden  of  Olives.  I  had 
scarcely  formed  my  request  when  I  felt  myself 
plunged  in  an  ocean  of  sorrow.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
I  could  live  but  a  very  short  time  in  this  state.  Only 
with  difficulty  could  I  frame  the  words,  ‘  My  Saviour, 
do  not  leave  me!’  Never  before  have  I  had  so  clear 
an  understanding  of  the  sufferings  my  beloved  Saviour 
endured  on  the  Mount  of  Olives.  I  wept  over  his 
sufferings  and  over  my  sins  which  had  helped  to 
cause  his  unspeakable  anguish.  To-day  I  have  had 
the  Passion  of  my  Saviour  almost  continually  before 
my  eyes.  I  felt  a  particularly  great  horror  of  the 
smallest  sin  and  an  unusually  great  desire  of  suffer¬ 
ing.” 

If  Jesus  had  suffered,  his  spouse  would  not  wish  to 
be  without  suffering.  This  is  clearly  shown  in  the 
account  of  another  vision.  “  When  my  suffering 
Bridegroom  showed  himself  to  me  he  repeated  the 
question,  ‘Do  you  desire  me  for  your  spouse?’  I 
answered,  ‘  Thee  alone  will  I  have,  my  beloved 
Saviour!’  ‘  If  I  am  your  portion,  then  my  sufferings 
are  your  portion  also,’  said  my  suffering  Bridegroom. 
I  answered,  *  Give  me  all  thy  sufferings,  for  my 
greatest  pain  is  to  see  thee  suffer.’  ” 

From  her  yearning  to  be  completely  united  to  her 
divine  Spouse  sprang  much  that  caused  her  no  little 
pain  of  soul.  Such,  for  example,  was  her  longing  to 
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“suffer  great  and  heavy  things  for  God”  through 
penitential  practices,  in  which,  however,  she  was 
restrained  by  her  prudent  director.  She  begged  him  : 
“  I  should  so  like  to  share  all  the  sufferings  of  my 
beloved  Saviour,  his  poverty,  contempt,  and  pain. 
Believe  me,  sufferings,  and  especially  humiliations, 
are  most  necessary  for  me.” 

Already,  in  1854,  she  had  written  :  “  As  far  as  my 
physical  sufferings  are  concerned,  I  thank  the  dear 
God  heartily  for  them ;  without  suffering  I  could  not 
live  now.  I  beg  you,  Reverend  Father,  for  the  love  of 
Jesus  and  Mary,  to  allow  me  to  leave  off  consulting 
the  doctor.  For  the  last  five  years  I  have  frequently 
applied  to  different  doctors,  and  my  condition  is 
always  the  same.  The  soul  always  suffers  when  one 
pays  some  attention  to  the  body,  and  one  does  this 
only  too  easily  when  obliged  to  take  care  of  oneself.” 

Repeatedly  we  find  the  remark  that  the  gift  of  con¬ 
templation  increases  notably  the  desire  of  suffering. 
“  When  I  was  reposing  in  my  beloved  Saviour  and 
could  hardly  bear  the  superabundance  of  joy  and 
delight,  I  said,  ‘  My  Saviour,  it  is  too  much.  Let  me 
suffer  with  thee  and  for  thee  !’  ”  And  when  the  soul 
was  held  captive  by  God  in  deep  contemplation  the 
same  desire  came  surging  up.  “  After  my  soul  was 
absorbed  in  God,  my  desire  for  suffering  was 
insatiable.  Suffering  and  pain  are  a  necessity  then  for 
the  soul ;  that  is  why  it  says,  ‘  To  suffer  or  to  die  !’  ” 
But  above  all  it  is  the  sight  of  the  Crucified  that  fills 
the  spouse  of  Christ  with  burning  love  and  ardent 
longing  to  be  made  like  to  her  Crucified  Bridegroom. 
“To  be  for  ever  united  to  my  Divine  Bridegroom,  or 
to  suffer  and  be  crucified  with  my  Crucified  Bride- 


124  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

* 

groom,  beyond  this  I  desire  nothing.  He  alone  can 
help  me  who  has  so  deeply  wounded  me.  I  am  not 
able  to  moderate  this  desire.”  Another  time  she 
owns  :  “  I  long  for  humiliation  and  contempt,  for 
suffering  and  pain,  in  order  to  be  more  like  my 
Saviour.  I  should  like  to  be  despised  by  all  men  and 
trampled  under  foot.” 

How  great  the  pain  is  when  the  longing  for  suffer¬ 
ing  is  not  gratified  we  see  from  a  note  made  during 
the  retreat  of  1855  :  “I  should  never  have  believed, 
if  I  had  not  experienced  it,  how  great  a  suffering  it  is 
to  be  without  suffering.  Thou,  my  Heavenly  Bride¬ 
groom,  art  the  Man  of  Sorrows,  I  have  none  or  very 
few ;  thou  art  covered  with  wounds,  I  have  no  wounds. 
Yet  I  am  wrong  :  I  have  a  wound  that  thou  hast  given 
me,  one  that  will  never  be  healed.” 

“  Suffering  is  the  sweetest  food  of  love,”  she  says 
in  a  letter.  This  was  especially  true  of  the  physical 
sufferings  and  the  bitter  insults  of  which  she  had  so 
rich  a  portion,  though  never  enough  to  satisfy  her. 
“  Sufferings  and  humiliations  are  sweet  to  me,  yet 
they  seldom  fall  to  my  lot  although  I  beg  my  beloved 
Saviour  most  earnestly  for  them.”  During  the  Lent 
of  1857  she  hardly  ever  lost  sight  of  the  Passion  of 
our  Lord,  and  on  that  account  her  yearning  to  be 
more  like  him  in  his  suffering  was  exceedingly  great. 
“I  suffer  much,”  she  remarks,  “because  I  cannot 
suffer  and  may  not  share  in  the  pain  of  my  beloved 
Saviour.” 

The  true  cause  of  this  inextinguishable  longing  for 
suffering  may  be  found  in  an  extraordinary  grace 
mentioned  in  the  Retreat  Notes  for  1855.  “  Oh,  my 
Crucified  Saviour,  since  thou  didst  teach  me  to  know 
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thee,  all  that  before  was  sweet  to  me  is  bitter  and  all 
that  was  bitter,  sweet.  Honour,  esteem,  the  goodwill 
of  others — how  bitter  you  all  are  to  me  !  Soft,  easy¬ 
going  life,  how  hard  I  find  you!” 

Out  of  her  deep  knowledge  of  our  Lord  springs 
a  new  and  indescribable  pain.  “  The  longing  to  love 
my  Heavenly  Bridegroom  as  I  know  he  deserves  to  be 
loved — how  painful  it  is,  since  it  will  never  be  satisfied 
in  this  life.  To  thee  alone,  O  Jesus,  is  known  all  that 
passes  in  my  soul.  I  cannot  describe  either  the  great 
joy  that  floods  it  or  the  unspeakable  pain  with  which 
it  is  filled.” 

In  mystical  contemplation  the  ecstatic  happiness  is 
most  closely  bound  up  with  indescribable  pain.  This 
favoured  Daughter  of  the  Cross  acknowledged  this 
often  enough  to  her  director.  “  When  our  Saviour 
draws  my  soul  to  himself  with  untold  love,  then  it  is 
completely  satisfied ;  but  these  moments  are  short  and 
the  pain  afterwards  is  all  the  greater.  This  state  is  an 
extraordinary  bitter-sweet  martyrdom,  and  yet  I 
would  not  give  up  one  quarter  of  an  hour  of  it  for 
all  the  joys  of  the  world.  All  that  the  world  looks  on 
as  suffering  would,  I  think,  be  a  relief  for  me.” 

The  very  brightness  of  the  light  of  contemplation 
makes  the  darkness  all  the  more  painful  when  the 
soul  is  left  to  its  own  natural  powers.  “  Several  times 
my  soul  has  been  filled  with  great  light,  but  only  for 
a  moment,  and  then  followed  darkness  that  was  all 
the  darker.”  In  a  striking  manner  she  sums  up  the 
mystic  life  of  grace  in  this  short  sentence:  “No 
one  who  has  not  experienced  it  can  understand  what 
a  life  this  is  of  rapture  and  of  bitterness,  of  joy  and 
of  pain.” 
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The  yearning  of  this  Bride  of  the  Cross  to  be  like 
her  Crucified  Bridegroom  and  to  drink  out  of  the 
Chalice  of  his  Passion  was  fully  satisfied  in  the  last 
five  months  of  her  life.  On  October  27,  1858,  she 
closed  her  last  letter  to  Father  von  der  Burg  with 
these  words  :  “  I  still  have  an  exceedingly  great  desire 
for  suffering.  When  I  begged  my  beloved  Saviour 
very  earnestly  for  suffering,  he  said  :  Your  desire  will 
be  gratified;  but  fear  nothing,  I  am  with  you;  you 
will  remain  steadfast  in  faith,  in  hope,  and  in 
charity.” 

These  were  the  last  words  that  she  heard  interiorly 
in  this  life.  Ever  after  all  was  dark  and  silent  in  her 
soul.  The  storm  broke  loose.  It  is  impossible  to 
describe  the  struggles  and  temptations  she  had  to 
endure  against  the  three  theological  virtues.  Her 
understanding  of  all  things  supernatural  became  so 
obscured  that  not  only  did  she  suffer  constantly  from 
temptations  against  faith,  but  she  even  seemed  to  her¬ 
self  to  be  an  unbeliever.  She  was  plunged  in  an  abyss 
of  darkness.  The  faults  and  imperfections  of  her 
former  life  stood  out  so  vividly  before  her  eyes  that 
she  could  see  in  herself  nothing  but  extreme  misery 
and  poverty.  She  seemed  to  herself  incapable  of  any 
good,  and  quite  abandoned  by  God.  She  was  tempted 
to  despair  and  to  think  that  she  was  lost.  An  almost 
unconquerable  distaste  for  all  religious  exercises 
seized  her;  in  prayer  she  felt  utterly  cold,  dry,  and 
indifferent.  While  formerly  she  had  been  consumed 
by  a  longing  for  Holy  Communion,  now  she  felt  so 
unworthy  that  often  it  was  only  through  obedience 
that  she  dared  to  receive  our  Lord. 

Her  duties  as  Superior  were  fulfilled  entirely  against 
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the  grain,  for  she  was  constantly  tortured  by  the 
thought  that  the  Sisters  and  all  in  the  house  were 
suffering  through  her  unworthiness  and  incapacity. 
Several  times  she  remarked  that,  useless  as  she  was, 
she  was  only  a  burden  to  the  Sisters  and  to  the  whole 
Congregation.  She  believed  herself  to  be  without  love 
either  for  God  or  for  her  neighbour.  In  these  interior 
sufferings  and  times  of  utter  desolation  the  thought 
of  the  extraordinary  graces  and  consolations  that  had 
formerly  been  hers  served  but  to  augment  her  distress 
and  anguish  of  mind.  Her  confessor  stood  by  her 
faithfully  in  her  trial,  but  what  he  said  failed  to  make 
any  impression  on  her.  No  comfort  was  of  any  avail. 
She  seemed  to  herself  to  be  abandoned  by  God  and 
by  her  fellow-beings. 

Yet  none  save  her  director  knew  of  these  terrible 
interior  trials.  Her  exterior  conduct  betrayed  not  a 
trace  of  them.  She  continued  to  fulfil  all  her  duties  so 
faithfully  and  whole-heartedly  that  no  one  dreamed 
of  the  anguish  that  was  in  her  soul. 

Before  long  terrible  physical  sufferings  became  her 
lot.  The  pain  in  her  head  increased  so  as  to  become 
unendurable.  For  a  long  time  she  suffered  only  at 
night.  As  she  always  wished  to  remain  without 
alleviation  or  sympathy,  she  did  her  best  to  conceal 
it,  but  in  vain.  The  pain  continued  to  increase  in  spite 
of  all  remedies;  the  attacks  became  more  frequent  and 
more  violent,  and  lasted  longer  and  longer,  from 
twelve  to  sixteen  hours,  and,  at  the  end,  as  long  as 
thirty-three  hours.  When  these  violent  headaches  set 
in,  her  face  became  ghastly  pale  and  her  lips  blue; 
she  turned  on  her  bed  of  pain,  her  hands  convulsively 
clasped  together.  But  how  edified  the  Sisters  were  by 
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her  patience  !  Never  did  a  sound  of  complaint  pass 
her  lips.  The  only  words  that  escaped  her  were  :  “  My 
Saviour !  My  Saviour !  Have  mercy  on  me,  my 
Jesus  1”  She  would  ask  for  no  alleviation  of  her  pain. 
With  the  most  exact  and  perfect  obedience  she  sub¬ 
mitted  to  all  the  prescriptions  of  the  doctor,  though 
nothing  he  could  do  brought  her  any  relief. 

As  soon  as  the  violence  of  the  attack  subsided, 
although  still,  as  always,  in  a  state  of  suffering,  she 
smiled  gently  and  sweetly  as  though  all  she  had  just 
gone  through  were  of  no  importance.  Then  she  con¬ 
tinued  to  direct  the  Sisters  and  the  Hospital  with  such 
fidelity,  care,  and  loving  zeal  that  one  would  have 
thought  she  must  be  completely  restored  to  health. 

These  exterior  sufferings,  however,  troubled  her 
little.  “That  is  nothing,”  she  would  say,  “but  the 
anguish  of  soul!”  This  was  so  intense  that  she 
acknowledged  to  her  confessor  that  she  had  hardly 
strength  to  bear  it.  He  reminded  her  that  she  had 
always  longed  for  suffering,  but  she  replied  :  “If  you 
knew  how  much  I  suffer  you  would  have  more  com¬ 
passion  on  me.” 

When  we  consider  all  the  pain,  physical,  mental, 
and  spiritual,  endured  by  this  true  Daughter  of  the 
Cross,  we  can  justly  speak  of  her  life  as  a  martyrdom, 
borne  with  heroic  patience  and  most  generous  love  of 
our  Crucified  Lord. 


CHAPTER  XV 


CHARACTERISTICS  OF  TRUE 
MYSTICISM 


IN  the  life  of  Sister  Emilie  we  find  in  a  marked 
degree  all  the  signs  that  characterise  as  genuine 
a  life  of  extraordinary  graces. 

In  the  letters  in  which  she  gave  her  confessor  a 
regular  account  of  her  inner  life,  there  breathes  a 
spirit  of  childlike  and  humble  candour  and  transparent 
truthfulness.  We  feel  how  anxious  she  is  to  express 
herself  clearly  and  exactly,  especially  when  dealing 
with  mystical  experiences  that  are  hard  to  clothe  in 
words. 

We  see  her  earnest  desire  not  to  guide  herself,  but 
to  submit  the  light  she  received  in  prayer  to  the  judge¬ 
ment  of  him  whom  she  was  convinced  God  had  sent  to 
direct  her. 

Like  all  the  saints  and  true  mystics  she  was  deeply 
penetrated  with  the  importance  of  obedience;  in 
obedience  only  did  she  feel  secure  from  the  illusions 
that  beset  the  highways  of  mystical  life.  “  I  will  walk 
in  the  straight  path  of  obedience,”  she  resolves, 
“  then  I  cannot  be  separated  from  my  good  Lord  and 
Master ;  the  will  of  God  made  known  to  me  through 
my  Superiors  shall  be  my  will.  I  am  a  fool;  how 
could  I  follow  my  own  will?”  Our  Lord  confirmed 
her  still  more  in  her  resolution.  “  My  good  Lord  and 
Master  said  to  me,  ‘  Believe  that  those  I  have  given 
you  as  guides  direct  you  not  according  to  their  will, 
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but  to  mine.  On  this  account  your  submission  should 
be  unconditional  and  perfect!” 

In  obedience  to  the  lawful  authority  of  the  Church, 
man’s  will  is  in  harmony  with  God’s  will,  and  there¬ 
fore,  to  a  certain  extent,  his  soul  with  God.  The  evil 
spirit  may  incite  men  to  other  practices,  he  may 
deceive  the  inexperienced  with  the  appearance  of 
virtue,  of  piety,  of  excessive  penance,  and  even  of  a 
false  humility.  But,  for  the  reason  given  above,  he 
can  never  incite  to  obedience.  In  Sister  Emile  this 
simple  childlike  obedience  was  always  most  remark¬ 
able.  When  at  first,  in  order  to  test  the  genuineness 
of  her  mystic  graces,  her  confessor  ordered  her  to 
withstand  her  interior  attractions,  and  even  after  Holy 
Communion  to  recite  the  rosary  or  other  vocal  prayers, 
she  exerted  herself  to  the  very  utmost  of  her  powers 
to  follow  his  instructions  in  humble  obedience.  When 
the  time  allowed  her  for  prayer  came  to  an  end,  she 
broke  it  off  immediately,  no  matter  how  great  might 
be  her  joy  and  rapture  in  the  Presence  of  God  and  in 
her  intimate  intercourse  with  her  Saviour.  She  limited 
herself  conscientiously  to  the  practices  of  penance  that 
were  permitted  her,  no  matter  how  great  was  the  relief 
that  she  felt  in  them. 

In  cases  of  genuine  mystic  graces  our  Lord  requires 
the  soul  to  confide  in  an  experienced  director.  When 
after  long  and  earnest  prayer  this  guide  was  sent  her 
by  God,  she  laid  bare  her  soul  to  him  freely  and 
candidly,  in  spite  of  the  pain  she  felt  at  having  to 
speak  of  the  most  sacred,  tender,  and  secret  things 
wrought  in  her  soul  by  God.  She  did,  indeed,  often 
find  some  relief  in  this  self-revelation  from  her  great 
mystical  suffering.  “  My  longing  for  God  was  several 
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times  so  great  that  it  seemed  my  soul  would  leave 
the  body  that  holds  it  captive.  Could  I  speak  of  it — 
but  it  would  have  to  be  to  someone  who  understands 
— it  would  give  me  a  little  relief.” 

The  supernatural  light  which  reveals  to  the  soul  the 
Presence  of  God  shows  it  also  its  own  unworthiness, 
imperfection,  and  sinfulness  far  more  clearly  than 
can  be  the  case  in  times  of  ordinary  prayer.  Hence 
we  can  understand  how  it  is  that  the  saints  obtain 
such  a  vivid  consciousness  of  their  sinfulness  that  they 
frequently  declare  themselves  to  be  the  greatest  of 
sinners.  This  light  always  leaves  behind  in  the  soul 
a  profound  humility  and  true  contempt  of  self.  This 
was  the  case  with  the  Religious  whose  life  we  are  study¬ 
ing.  “  Justly,”  she  says,  “  do  I  consider  not  only  the 
Sisters  but  everybody  as  better  than  myself.  With 
the  graces  I  have  received  from  the  Infinite  Good¬ 
ness,  they  would,  without  doubt,  have  arrived  at  a 
higher  degree  of  perfection,  and  I  am  still  always  so 
unfaithful ;  I  still  offend  God  every  day ;  I  do  not 
want  to,  but  still  I  do  it.”  Here  we  have  an  additional 
and  important  reason  given  for  the  feeling  of  self¬ 
contempt  and  genuine  humility.  She  gives  yet  another 
in  1854,  when  the  attacks  on  her  administration  as 
Superior  were  most  violent.  “  I  was  accused  of  many 
faults  which  I  had  not  committed.  I  did  not  mind  very 
much  for  I  knew  well  that  if  I  had  not  offended  the 
dear  God  on  these  points  I  had  committed  other  faults 
unknown  to  anyone.”  United  with  this  was  the  con¬ 
sciousness  she  expresses  in  1856  in  a  letter  to  her 
director.  “  Who  am  I  ?  You  know.  An  ungrateful, 
unfaithful,  perverse  creature,  who  misuses  so  many 
graces  and  co-operates  with  so  few.  And  my  beloved 
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Saviour  stoops  down  so  low  to  me  !”  From  all  this  it 
was  a  psychological  necessity  for  her  to  long  to  suffer, 
to  work,  and  always  and  in  everything  to  carry  out 
his  will. 

Naturally  she  could  not  ignore  the  fact  that  she 
received  great  graces.  But  we  see  from  a  note  written 
in  the  last  year  of  her  life  how  the  mysterious  light 
affected  her  soul.  “  After  I  had  returned  to  my  natural 
state  I  felt  so  elevated  and  yet  so  completely  nothing, 
so  rich  and  yet  so  poor  and  miserable.  I  saw  in  so 
clear  a  light  the  gifts  God  has  given  me  and  my  great 
unworthiness,  his  greatness  and  my  nothingness,  and 
I  should  like  to  make  this  known  to  all  the  world 
so  that  all  might  love  him  and  cling  to  him  and 
despise  me.” 

The  sensible  presence  of  the  all-holy  God  not  only 
arouses  in  the  soul  the  consciousness  of  its  own  sinful¬ 
ness,  but  awakes  in  it  above  all  a  longing  for  the 
greatest  possible  purity.  So  we  find  Sister  Emilie 
turning  for  help  to  her  confessor.  “  I  had  never  so 
great  a  desire  as  now  to  keep  my  soul  quite  pure,  and 
when  I  have  stained  it  with  sin  I  long  ardently  to 
wash  it  quite  clean  in  the  Sacrament  of  Penance.  If 
only  I  might  confess  more  often  !  I  dare  not  ask  this 
favour.  I  beg  of  you  once  more,  do  not  spare  me ; 
help  me  to  purify  my  soul  and  to  make  it  more  worthy 
of  being  united  to  my  divine  Bridegroom.” 

This  desire  of  removing  from  the  soul  all  that  could 
displease  the  Eye  of  God  is  united  with  great  confi¬ 
dence.  We  often  see  this  in  her  letters.  “  After  I  have 
committed  a  fault  I  often  feel  myself  drawn  in  an 
especially  tender  way  to  my  divine  Saviour,  who,  as 
it  seems  to  me,  is  still  resting  in  my  heart.  Ought  I 
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then  not  to  be  afraid  to  draw  near  to  him  with  con¬ 
fidence  ?  Would  it  not  be  better  for  me  to  weep  at 
his  feet  ?” 

Many  things  that  one  is  accustomed  to  consider  as 
trifles,  as  the  will  has  little  share  in  them,  appear  by 
no  means  small  viewed  in  the  light  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
Although  her  confessor  could  hardly  find  sufficient 
matter  for  absolution,  his  penitent  was  most  anxious 
to  do  penance  and  to  make  amends.  Her  early  request 
was  often  repeated.  “  I  know  well  that  through  my 
daily  infidelities  and  failings  I  make  myself  utterly 
unworthy  of  my  heavenly  Bridegroom  and  deserve 
to  be  abandoned  and  rejected  by  him.  It  is  true  that 
my  sins  grieve  me  much,  and  I  would  on  no  account 
commit  them  voluntarily,  but  I  am  in  no  wise  to  be 
excused.  I  beg,  beg  of  you  not  to  spare  me.  It  is 
painful  to  sin,  to  offend  God,  the  Highest  Good, 
and  not  to  be  punished  for  it.  If  I  could  chastise 
myself  as  much  as  I  like,  I  might  easily  go  rather 
far.” 

As  long  as  the  soul,  overcome  by  the  divine  Might, 
is  unable  to  exert  its  own  powers,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  it  is  indeed  God  who  holds  it  enthralled. 
But  when  the  hour  of  the  divine  Visitation  is  over,  a 
heavy  cross  awaits  the  mystic.  Penetrated  as  it  is  with 
the  knowledge  of  its  own  unworthiness,  the  soul  feels 
it  impossible  that  our  Lord  should  have  granted  to  it 
this  grace,  and  it  fears  it  has  been  the  victim  of  illu¬ 
sion.  This  fear  increases  when  later  on  it  is  assailed 
by  all  manner  of  temptations.  Its  sole  help  lies  in  the 
guidance  of  an  experienced  director.  So  we  find  Sister 
Emilie  writing  to  her  confessor  :  “  I  beg  you,  for  the 
love  of  Jesus,  am  I  deceived?  Am  I  blinded  by  the 
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evil  one  ?  How  shall  I  behave  ?  I  promise,  with  the 
help  of  grace,  to  obey  you  as  a  child.” 

In  1856,  two  years  later,  she  describes  this  state 
more  fully.  “  For  several  days  my  soul  was  filled  with 
great  anguish  and  disquiet.  It  seemed  to  me  certain 
that  everything  unusual  that  has  happened  to  me  was 
only  illusion  and  deception,  that  my  confidence  was 
presumptuous  and  my  repose  false  and  dangerous.  It 
seemed  as  if  I  had  no  longer  any  faith,  hope,  or  love, 
and  as  if  it  would  be  impossible  ever  again  to  come 
out  of  this  state.  On  Thursday  evening  I  was  afraid 
to  spend  several  hours  in  this  condition  before  the 
Most  Holy  Sacrament.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  spent 
several  most  painful  hours  without  being  able  to  leave 
my  place.  Thou,  my  beloved  Saviour,  wert  witness  of 
the  unspeakable  anguish  of  my  soul.  I  remembered 
what  my  confessor  had  told  me  formerly  when  I  was 
suffering  interiorly,  ‘  Be  at  ease ;  you  are  sharing  in 
the  Death  Agony  of  Jesus  in  the  Garden  of  Olives.’  ” 
From  this  remark  we  gather  that  her  special  graces  in 
prayer  and  their  accompanying  sufferings  must  have 
begun  before  she  came  to  Diisseldorf. 

We  have  a  proof  of  humble  and  childlike  obedience 
when  the  sorely  tried  Religious  wrote  to  her  director  : 
“  If  you  think  it  is  illusion,  I  am  ready  to  withstand 
it,  no  matter  what  the  cost  may  be.  I  fear  sometimes 
that  it  is  a  deception  of  the  devil,  and  yet  I  find  it 
difficult  to  believe  this  when  I  consider  the  effect  this 
close  intercourse  with  God  has  on  me.”  Here  we  have 
one  of  the  most  convincing  proofs  of  genuine  opera¬ 
tions  of  grace. 

With  the  hours  of  fear  and  anguish  alternated 
hours  of  blissful  rapture  when  Jesus  made  his 
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Presence  felt.  In  spite  of  this  the  letters  show  us  ever 
more  and  more  insistently  the  desire  to  be  led  by  the 
ordinary  paths  of  grace.  Her  wish  was  not  granted. 
“  When  I  ask  my  Saviour  for  sufferings  and  beg  him 
to  lead  me  in  the  ordinary  ways,  he  only  acts  more 
marvellously  in  my  soul.  Several  times  I  resolved  to 
withstand  him  with  all  my  strength  and  to  pay  no 
attention  to  what  goes  on  in  my  soul.  But  I  was  not 
able  to  do  so.” 

Not  only  did  she  beg  our  Lord  to  withhold  his 
extraordinary  graces,  she  also  repeatedly  tried  with 
all  her  might  to  oppose  his  mystic  gifts.  This,  too, 
she  had  to  confess  was  useless.  “  I  made  a  resolutioi 
to  avoid  everything  extraordinary,  to  pray  only  in  the 
ordinary  way  and  to  withstand  my  beloved  Saviour. 
This  attempt  was  altogether  in  opposition  to  the 
desire  of  my  heart.  For  I  can  never  long  for  anything 
but  continual  and  perfect  union  with  my  divine 
Bridegroom.  I  kept  my  resolution  from  Thursday  to 
Sunday,  but  not  without  a  struggle  and  uneasiness. 
Then  I  ceased  all  opposition.  For  after  I  had  become 
united  to  my  beloved  Saviour  in  Holy  Communion 
an  unspeakable  joy  filled  my  soul  and  my  heart  was 
inflamed  with  a  fire  so  great  and  so  sweet  that  I  do 
not  know  how  I  was  not  consumed  by  it.”  Our  Lord 
thus  addressed  his  spouse  :  “I  have  led  you  into  the 
path  you  are  treading,  and  I  will  lead  you  still  further 
along  it,  but  deny  me  nothing  so  that  I  may  mould 
you  according  to  my  good  pleasure.” 

She  was  extremely  anxious  that  no  one  should 
notice  anything  of  the  extraordinary  graces  with 
which  she  was  favoured.  “  I  should  be  too  much 
ashamed,”  she  wrote  to  her  confessor.  When  our 


136  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

Lord  attracted  her  to  himself  in  the  presence  of  others 
she  resisted  with  all  her  might,  terrified  lest  they 
should  discover  the  secret  of  her  inner  life.  “Three 
times  already  it  has  happened,”  she  writes,  “that 
when  I  was  in  the  presence  of  someone  I  suddenly 
felt  myself  being  drawn  into  that  state  in  which  the 
soul  loses  itself  in  its  Sovereign  Good.  I  was  terrified 
and  resisted  with  all  my  strength.  My  beloved  Saviour 
had  pity  on  me  and  gave  way.  I  should  be  too  much 
ashamed  if  such  a  thing  happened  to  me  before  any¬ 
one ;  I  should  not  dare  to  let  myself  be  seen  again.  I 
shall  pray  more  earnestly  than  ever  to  lead  a  hidden 
and  unknown  life.”  But  even  in  this  our  Lord  would 
tolerate  no  self-will,  and  on  this  account  she  received 
a  reprimand  from  him.  “  When  I  felt  myself  power¬ 
fully  drawn  to  my  Saviour,  I  exerted  all  my  powers 
to  resist  him  and  to  bewail  and  weep  over  my  sins. 
At  last  I  could  oppose  him  no  longer.  All  visible 
things  vanished,  and  in  the  same  moment  I  saw  my 
beloved  Saviour  before  me.  He  said  to  me  with  in¬ 
expressible  love  :  ‘  Will  you  not  be  altogether  mine 
that  I  may  dispose  of  you  and  lead  you  by  whatever 
way  I  will  ?’  ” 

Sister  Emilie  had  had  plenty  of  experience  of  the 
love  of  our  Lord  for  herself.  He  gave  her  an  insight 
into  his  heart  that  so  gladly  would  enrich  other  souls 
also  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace.  “  I  realised  how 
great  a  longing  our  Saviour  has  to  communicate  him¬ 
self  to  souls,  to  enrich  them  with  the  treasures  of  his 
grace,  and  so  to  satisfy  his  unspeakably  loving 
Heart.”  She  was  shown,  too,  that  it  is  the  little 
voluntary  infidelities  that  deprive  so  many  souls  of 
great  graces.  “It  is  true  that  my  Saviour  would  like 
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to  communicate  himself  to  many  in  quite  a  special 
way,  and  to  unite  them  most  closely  to  him  while  they 
are  still  on  earth,  but  they  prevent  him  from  doing  so, 
and  will  not  give  his  most  loving  Heart  this  joy.  He 
told  me,  too,  how  it  is  that  they  hinder  him  from  con¬ 
versing  with  their  souls  as  he  longs  to  do,  and  to 
my  greatest  grief  I  have  experienced  this  myself.  It 
seems  to  be  only  a  little  thing,  and  in  general  people 
make  small  account  of  faults  of  this  sort.  But  can  that 
be  little  that  hinders  so  great  a  good?” 

In  spite  of  all  her  crosses,  this  faithful  and  generous 
Daughter  of  the  Cross  was  able  to  write  in  the  notes 
of  her  retreat:  “  I  am  richer  than  all  the  princes  of 
the  world ;  I  have  nothing  more  to  wish  for  in  this 
world.” 

All  the  tokens  of  extraordinary  graces  in  prayer  are 
found  in  a  pre-eminent  degree  in  the  life  of  our  mystic ; 
childlike  obedience,  allowing  herself  to  be  led  with  no 
trace  of  self-will  by  her  Superiors  and  by  her  director ; 
genuine  humility,  accepting  gladly  as  her  due  con¬ 
tempt,  and  slander,  and  unable  to  understand  how 
God  could  give  such  great  graces  to  a  soul  so  con¬ 
scious  of  its  unworthiness;  watching  anxiously  lest 
anyone  besides  her  confessor  should  suspect  the 
presence  of  these  extraordinary  gifts ;  and  lastly,  a 
generous,  whole-hearted  love  of  the  Cross  which 
would  prefer  to  renounce  all  the  extraordinary  graces 
rather  than  the  bitterness  of  the  Cross,  so  that  thereby 
she  might  become  more  like  to  Jesus  Crucified. 
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THOUGH  no  one  suspected  the  extraordinary 


gifts  of  grace  with  which  our  Lord  rewarded 


JLthe  heroic  efforts  of  his  faithful  spouse,  the 
effects  of  so  supernatural  an  interior  life  could  not 
fail  to  show  themselves  exteriorly  in  her  words  and 
actions.  A  Diisseldorf  postulant,  before  leaving  home 
for  the  novitiate,  went  with  her  father  to  call  on 
Sister  Emilie.  When  the  good  man  took  leave  of  the 
Superior  his  eyes  were  filled  with  tears.  “  What  is  the 
matter  with  you,  Father?”  asked  his  daughter  when 
they  were  once  more  in  the  street.  “  Child,”  was  the 
answer,  “  I  have  seen  a  saint.”  Such  remarks  were 
often  made.  A  free-thinker  who  had  been  speaking  to 
her  could  not  hide  the  esteem  he  had  conceived  for 
her,  and  said  that  he  had  never  seen  anyone  like  her. 

She  was  slender  and  delicately  built,  and  her  whole 
appearance  commanded  respect  and  reverence.  Her 
pale  face,  with  its  expression  of  holiness,  her  dark, 
thoughtful  eyes  so  often  raised  to  heaven,  these  made 
an  ineffaceable  impression  on  those  who  saw  her.  Her 
whole  bearing  spoke  of  religious  reserve  and  modesty  ; 
this  was  combined  with  such  noble,  open-hearted 
kindness  of  manner  that  strangers  were  immediately 
drawn  to  her. 

A  young  lady  of  good  family,  who  felt  that  she  had 
a  vocation  to  the  religious  life,  had  an  invincible 
repugnance  for  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross.  While 
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staying  in  Diisseldorf  she  was  asked  by  a  friend  to 
accompany  her  on  a  visit  to  the  hospital.  Out  of 
politeness  she  did  not  like  to  refuse.  When  Sister 
Emilie  appeared  in  the  parlour,  her  whole  mind  under¬ 
went  a  change.  “  If  a  saint  had  appeared  before  me,” 
she  said  later,  “  the  impression  made  on  me  could  not 
have  been  greater.  When  the  Superior  heard  of  my 
vocation,  she  said  shortly :  ‘  Before  you  decide  I 
advise  you  to  visit  our  Mother  House  or  Aspel.’  ” 
These  few  words  sufficed,  and  the  postulant  entered 
the  Congregation  of  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross. 

Those  who  came  in  closer  contact  with  Sister 
Emilie,  especially  her  own  Sisters,  quickly  learned 
to  prize  her  exalted  virtue,  above  all,  her  love  of  God, 
of  prayer,  and  her  perfect  detachment  from  all  earthly 
things.  They  admired  most  particularly  her  strength 
of  mind  during  the  many  great  trials  endured  in  the 
first  years  in  Diisseldorf.  When  once  she  was  con¬ 
vinced  that  an  action  was  good  and  pleasing  to  God, 
in  spite  of  all  her  natural  shyness  and  tender  con¬ 
sideration  for  others,  with  a  truly  masculine  courage, 
she  would  abide  by  her  resolution.  On  account  of 
this,  some  people  thought  that  in  her  holy  zeal  for 
the  reformation  of  the  house  and  the  establishment  of 
religious  discipline,  she  did  not  act  with  sufficient 
caution  and  deliberation.  They  considered  that  with 
patience  and  gentleness  she  would  achieve  more.  But 
the  results  showed  that  it  was  she  who  was  in  the 
right.  A  tender  and  sensitive  character  like  hers 
would  have  been  only  too  ready  to  let  things  pass  for 
the  sake  of  peace.  Her  strength  of  mind  is  doubly 
precious,  for  it  was  the  result  of  supernatural  virtue. 
She  understood  particularly  well  the  art  of  being  with 
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Jesus,  and  she  had  the  great  wisdom  to  keep  him 
always  with  her.  However  anxious  she  was  to  conceal 
the  secret  of  the  King,  yet  often  when  she  spoke  of 
spiritual  things  she  seemed  to  be  burning  with  a 
heavenly  fire.  Once  when  she  was  in  Li&ge  for  a  short 
visit,  the  Sisters  noticed  during  recreation  how,  when 
a  few  spiritual  words  were  spoken,  she  grew  pale^and 
raised  her  eyes  to  heaven.  The  sight  of  this  and  of  the 
expression  of  suffering  in  her  face,  so  much  affected 
the  Sisters  that  they  talked  over  it  afterwards,  saying 
that  one  might  have  thought  she  was  conscious  of  the 
Presence  of  God.  The  general  impression  of  her 
sanctity  was  so  deep  that  in  the  announcement  of  her 
death  it  was  said  :  “  Sister  Emilie  was  a  saint.  She 
will  certainly  one  day  work  miracles.” 

Among  her  resolutions  she  noted  down  :  “For  the 
love  of  thee,  my  beloved  Saviour,  I  will  break  off  my 
prayer,  the  sweet  intercourse  with  thee,  as  soon  as 
duty — that  is,  as  soon  as  thou  dost  require  it.  I  will 
seek  thee  thyself  in  everything,  not  thy  gifts,  thy 
sweetness,  and  thy  consolations ;  thou  alone,  only 
thou  canst  satisfy  me.”  This  resolution  she  kept 
faithfully,  however  hard  at  times  it  may  have  been. 
She  united  the  active  apostolic  life  with  the  highest 
contemplation.  She  confessed  to  her  director:  ‘‘The 
sacred  Presence  of  my  Saviour  does  not  prevent  me 
from  fulfilling  my  duties,  and  I  should  never  have 
dared  knowingly  to  omit  one  of  them.”  Another  time 
she  writes  :  “  Deep  peace  fills  my  soul,  and  I  see  and 
taste  God  almost  continuously  in  the  depths  of  it 
without  being  disturbed  by  the  fulfilling  of  my  duty.” 
Yet  we  can  well  understand  how  hard  she  must  often 
have  found  it  after  prayer  to  occupy  herself  with  the 
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details  of  everyday  life.  In  her  notes  we  read  :  “  Thou 
alone,  my  beloved  Saviour,  knowest  what  wonderful 
things  thou  dost  in  the  most  hidden  parts  of  the  soul. 
When  I  am  praying  in  such  a  state,  it  costs  me  a  great 
deal  of  self-conquest  to  busy  myself  with  temporal 
and  exterior  things,  and  I  may  say,  it  is  a  sort  of 
martyrdom  for  the  soul  to  do  so ;  but  all  the  same, 
however  hard  it  may  be,  I  should  not  wish  to  neglect 
my  duties  in  any  way.  My  longing  for  suffering  is 
insatiable.”  It  was  indeed  a  very  special  grace  that 
enabled  the  Superior  with  her  pressing  and  continual 
cares  and  labours  to  remain  interiorly  so  united  with 
God.  “  To-day  I  hear  and  see  him  only  for  whom  my 
soul  is  thirsting.  Although  I  had  to  occupy  myself 
with  various  matters,  my  soul  rejoiced  all  the  while 
in  the  most  intimate  intercourse  with  my  divine 
Bridegroom  and  in  his  conversation.  It  seems  to  me 
as  if  it  is  no  longer  I  that  live,  but  Jesus  in  me.” 

Sisters,  patients,  and  outsiders,  especially  noble 
souls,  felt  happy  in  her  company,  although  none 
suspected  the  truest  reason  for  this,  which  was  her 
nearness  to  God.  Those  who  saw  her  among  the  sick, 
the  poor,  and  the  afflicted  were  reminded  of  our  Lord 
as,  surrounded  by  the  blind,  the  lame,  and  the 
paralysed,  he  went  about  doing  good.  From  his 
Sacred  Heart  she  had  learned  to  have  compassion 
for  every  form  of  human  suffering. 

By  those  who  came  into  close  contact  with  her,  she 
was  looked  on  as  a  dearly  loved  mother,  but  they,  as 
well  as  those  who  stood  farther  off,  revered  her  as  a 
saint.  The  Sisters  frequently  noticed  how  even 
strangers  would  kneel  down  to  ask  her  blessing. 

A  character  most  favourably  endowed  by  nature 
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combined  with  great  supernatural  graces,  resulted  in 
the  formation  of  a  perfect  Religious  and  a  model 
Superior.  The  judgement  passed  on  her  by  all  who 
knew  her  at  all  well  may  be  summed  up  in  the  words 
of  the  convent  sacristan  :  “  She  was  a  perfect  model 
of  Christian  virtue  and  a  perfect  Religious.  Our  Lord 
had  chosen  her  for  his  spouse  in  a  truly  wonderful 
way.”  True  it  was  that  the  Sisters  could  notice 
nothing  extraordinary  in  their  Superior,  but  by  her 
constant  recollection  and  her  close  union  with  our 
Lord,  especially  on  the  days  when  she  received  Holy 
Communion,  by  her  most  conscientious  accomplish¬ 
ment  of  even  the  smallest  point  of  the  Rule,  she  was 
for  her  Sisters  a  constant  living  example  of  all 
religious  virtues.  Heroism  in  little  things  was  her 
school  of  virtue  from  the  outset  and  continued  to  be 
so ;  this  it  was  that  led  her  so  near  to  God.  She  was 
the  first  to  rise  in  the  morning  and  the  last  to  go  to 
rest  at  night. 

The  Superior  was  never  absent  from  recreation. 
There,  like  a  child,  she  could  make  fun  and  laugh 
merrily  with  her  Sisters.  But  at  the  same  time  her 
dignified  reserve  forbade  any  undue  familiarity.  How¬ 
ever  ill  she  might  be,  she  knew  how  to  inspire  others 
with  her  own  cheerfulness  and  to  make  all  bright  and 
happy.  At  other  times  she  loved  to  be  quiet  and 
alone,  and  her  greatest  joy  was  when  in  a  holy  calm 
she  could  converse  with  God.  Noise  and  disturbance, 
she  said,  pierced  through  her  soul,  so  she  saw  to  it 
that  in  the  convent,  as  well  as  in  the  chapel,  silence 
and  quiet  should  reign.  The  continual  noise  of  carts 
and  carriages  rattling  along  the  cobbled  street, 
especially  on  the  side  of  the  convent  facing  the  Rhine, 
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must  have  been  no  slight  mortification  for  her  at  any 
time,  but  particularly  so  during  her  last  illness,  when 
the  slightest  movement  caused  acute  nerve  pain. 

All  were  struck  by  the  reverence  and  modesty  of  her 
bearing  in  the  choir  during  holy  Mass  and  times  of 
prayer,  especially  after  Holy  Communion  and  at  the 
Consecration.  Then  the  Sisters  and  the  singers  in  the 
little  choir  could  see  how  the  tears  streamed  down  her 
face ;  they  heard  her  weeping  even  while  she  was  play¬ 
ing  the  organ. 

When  she  left  the  chapel,  now  and  again  the  Sisters 
would  notice,  especially  after  she  had  received  Holy 
Communion,  that  she  had  to  do  violence  to  herself 
not  to  betray  her  inner  feelings,  and  that  she  evidently 
found  it  very  difficult  to  talk  to  human  beings  once 
more.  They  thought  they  could  read  in  her  face  how 
closely  she  was  united  to  Jesus.  When  the  bell  of  the 
neighbouring  Church  of  St  Lambert  rang  at  the 
Elevation  during  the  Mass  or  for  the  Blessing  at 
Benediction,  no  matter  who  was  present,  she  never 
failed  to  kneel.  Her  face  was  then  radiant  with  a 
heavenly  glow,  the  joy  of  her  soul  shone  in  her 
eyes,  so  that  even  worldly  persons  gazed  at  her  in 
admiration. 

Her  heart  quite  overflowed  with  joy  when,  in  1854, 
Cardinal  von  Geissel  established  the  Perpetual  Adora¬ 
tion  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Cologne.  Everything  was 
done  to  ensure  that  the  celebration  day  and  night  in 
the  little  Carmelite  church  should  be  as  magnificent 
as  possible.  In  her  great  love  for  our  Saviour  in  the 
Blessed  Sacrament,  the  Superior  was  always  a  model 
to  the  Sisters.  They  knew  how  many  hours  of  the 
night  she  spent  before  the  Tabernacle.  It  seemed  to 
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them  quite  natural  in  her  last  illness  when  she 
announced  her  intention,  if  she  recovered,  of  making 
the  altar  breads  herself.  She  had  already  sent  into  the 
town  for  the  finest  flour  for  the  purpose. 

Her  great  reverence  for  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was 
the  chief  cause  of  the  special  veneration  and  respect 
she  had  for  priests,  but  it  was  the  cause  also  of  a 
special  aversion  for  those  who  did  not  live  up  to  the 
standard  of  their  high  calling.  This  confession 
escaped  her  once  on  a  special  occasion. 

We  need  not  say  that,  as  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross, 
she  had  a  particular  attraction  for  meditating  on  the 
sufferings  of  our  Lord  and  of  the  Mother  of  Sorrows. 
Often  and  with  great  devotion  that  betrayed  itself 
exteriorly  did  she  make  the  Stations  of  the  Cross.  She 
had  a  great  devotion  for  the  sacred  Wounds,  and  the 
greatest  of  all  for  the  Agony  in  the  Garden.  She  had 
quite  a  special  love  for  our  Lord  under  this  aspect. 

From  her  childhood  she  had  honoured  the  Virgin 
Mother  of  God,  and  as  years  passed  her  love  became 
more  intimate  and  more  childlike.  “  I  am  sometimes 
afraid,”  she  owned  in  a  letter,  “  that  I  am  too  familiar 
with  Mary.  Since  I  left  my  own  natural  mother  for 
the  love  of  Jesus,  I  have  always  felt  the  tenderest  and 
most  filial  love  for  Mary  ;  and  Mary  has  proved  a  loving 
Mother  to  me.  I  should  often  like  to  pronounce  the 
sweet  name  of  Mary  for  hours  on  end,  and  then  I  am 
unspeakably  happy.”  In  her  childlike  devotion  to  the 
Queen  of  Heaven  it  was  a  labour  of  love  for  her  to 
adorn  the  Church  as  richly  and  as  beautifully  as 
possible  on  all  feast  days  of  the  Mother  of  God. 
During  the  month  of  May  especially  she  did  all  she 
possibly  could  to  do  honour  to  our  Blessed  Lady. 
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On  December  8,  1854,  Pius  IX  proclaimed,  amid 
the  rejoicings  of  the  whole  Catholic  world,  the  dogma 
of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  How  the  heart  of  our 
Diisseldorf  Superior  beat  high  with  holy  joy  when 
she  heard  of  the  universal  celebrations  in  honour  of 
our  Immaculate  Mother.  The  little  Carmelite  church 
should  not  be  behindhand  in  its  tokens  of  love  and 
respect.  Here,  too,  during  the  month  of  May,  the 
glory  of  the  spotless  Queen  of  Heaven  was  proclaimed 
in  a  daily  sermon,  and  the  whole  month  of  Mary  was 
celebrated  that  year  with  especial  solemnity. 

No  one  better  understood  the  vocation  of  a  Daughter 
of  the  Cross  and  no  one  prized  more  highly  the  sub¬ 
lime  duties  of  that  vocation  than  did  Sister  Emilie.  A 
year  before  her  death  she  wrote  to  Sister  Gerhardine  : 
“  Let  us  praise  and  thank  our  dear  divine  Master  for 
all  eternity  for  having  chosen  us  as  his  spouses,  for 
having  allowed  us  to  live  with  him  in  his  house,  and 
for  having  given  us  from  time  to  time  a  little  particle 
of  his  holy  Cross.  And  let  us  love  our  divine  Bride¬ 
groom  and  pray  that  he  may  be  better  known.  Then 
people  cannot  help  loving  him.” 

Her  vocation  to  the  religious  life  was,  above  all,  for 
her  a  school  of  humility,  and  this  she  took  as  a  matter 
of  course.  Often  she  begged  her  Sisters  on  her  knees 
to  tell  her  when  she  failed  in  any  way,  and  to  remind 
her  of  her  duties  as  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross.  The 
lowest  and  humblest  employments  were  those  that 
pleased  her  best.  Whenever  she  had  the  time  she 
might  be  seen  in  the  convent  sweeping  and  dusting 
the  rooms ;  for,  as  she  used  to  say,  it  was  not  a  good 
sign  if  order  and  cleanliness  did  not  reign  in  the 
House  of  God. 
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Many  times  she  had  the  greatest  desire  to  be  re¬ 
lieved  of  her  office  as  Superior,  once  because  in  this 
office  she  had  not  enough  opportunity  to  practise 
obedience,  and  again  because  she  felt  she  was  in¬ 
capable  of  guiding  the  Sisters  aright.  Once  only  did 
her  confessor  allow  her  to  lay  her  request  before  her 
Superiors. 

In  the  last  years  of  her  life  she  was  bitterly  tor¬ 
mented  by  the  thought  that  the  Sisters  would  have  to 
suffer  for  her  sins.  Over  and  over  again  she  begged 
her  confessor  for  permission  to  ask  pardon  of  the 
Sisters  for  the  scandal  she  imagined  she  had  given 
them,  but  in  the  interests  of  authority  her  petition  was 
not  granted. 

If  St  Francis  spoke  of  Holy  Poverty  as  his  chosen 
bride,  something  similar  might  be  said  of  Sister 
Emilie.  Not  only  did  she  prize  this  virtue  most 
highly,  but  she  followed  her  poor  Bridegroom  as  a 
truly  poor  Bride.  Her  little  cell,  her  clothing,  showed 
this  only  too  clearly ;  she  did  not  hesitate  to  appear 
before  Princess  Stephanie  in  an  old,  well-darned 
habit.  When  one  of  her  Sisters  called  attention  to  the 
fact,  she  replied  genially,  but  seriously :  “  Let  us 
rejoice  to  be  the  spouses  of  the  Crucified  Son  of  God 
and  not  be  afraid  of  showing  to  the  world  that  we 
are  so.” 

In  accordance  with  holy  poverty  she  had,  as 
Superior,  to  practise  economy,  and  took  care  that 
nothing  should  be  spoiled  or  used  without  necessity. 
She  could  not  be  induced  to  wear  new  clothes.  When 
she  needed  them  the  Sisters  had  to  try  to  obtain  by 
a  trick  what  they  could  not  get  from  her  by  per¬ 
suasion.  They  took  away  the  old  shoes  or  garments, 
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placing  new  ones  in  their  stead ;  in  consequence  of  the 
profound  state  of  recollection  that  was  habitual  to  her, 
she  did  not  notice  their  pious  deception. 

Her  humility  was  proved  by  her  obedience.  She, 
the  loftiness  and  illumination  of  whose  spirit  filled 
others  with  amazement,  was  as  docile  as  a  child  in 
the  hands  of  her  Superiors  and  her  confessor.  In  her 
retreat  resolutions  for  1854  she  wrote  :  “I  will  deny 
myself  and  forget  myself,  but  will  give  myself  fully, 
entirely  and  for  ever  to  my  beloved  Saviour ;  through 
those  who  take  his  place  he  can  do  with  me  what  he 
wills.  Therefore  I  will  obey  exactly  and  like  a  child 
those  who  hold  the  place  of  God  to  me,  especially 
in  spiritual  matters.” 

She  kept  this  resolution  faithfully.  We  have 
already  seen  how  carefully  she  observed  in  all  that 
concerned  her  spiritually  the  recommendations  of  her 
confessors  and  of  her  Superiors.  It  was  the  same  with 
other  points;  two  examples  of  this  may  suffice.  She 
had  recourse  to  the  doctor  very  unwillingly  and  only 
when  obliged  by  obedience.  Having  done  so,  she  was 
as  obedient  to  his  orders  and  to  those  of  the 
infirmarian  as  if  God  himself  had  spoken  through 
them.  Once  during  an  illness  she  was  left  free  to  do 
as  she  wished,  and  she  feared  she  might  allow  herself 
to  be  blinded  by  self-love;  she  longed  for  a  definite 
command.  She  explained  her  trouble  to  a  Sister,  who 
tried  in  vain  to  satisfy  her  by  reasoning  and  by  giving 
her  own  opinion.  She  could  not  be  set  at  ease  till  her 
confessor  gave  her  the  required  obedience. 

It  was  always  a  joy  to  her  to  help  the  poor  and 
needy.  One  day  she  was  told  that  the  convent  could 
not  afford  to  support  poor  families.  Her  answer  was  : 
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“Then  we  must  ask  permission  of  Reverend  Mother 
General  to  apply  to  some  rich  people.  But  first  we 
must  pray  to  know  the  holy  will  of  God.  If  our  dear 
Mother  says  no,  it  will  not  be  God’s  will.” 

Thus  to  her  Sisters  and  to  all  who  came  in  close 
contact  with  her,  Sister  Emilie  was  a  model  of  more 
than  ordinary  virtue.  The  chief  reason  of  this  was  her 
complete  surrender  to  the  divine  will.  Her  generous 
love  that  gloried  in  self-sacrifice  sought  for  nothing 
else  but  God,  her  Sovereign  Good.  Hence  she  found 
God  everywhere,  in  her  thoughts  and  in  her  aspira¬ 
tions,  in  her  intercourse  with  her  Sisters  as  well  as  in 
her  work,  in  great  things  as  in  the  smallest.  Because 
she  sought  God  in  all,  in  all  she  found  God,  the 
Supreme  Good,  and  already  in  this  life  she  had  a  rich 
reward. 
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THE  Sisters  looked  upon  their  Superior  as 
their  mother,  and  a  mother  she  was  in  very 
deed  to  them.  Each  one  thought  that  she 
held  the  first  place  in  that  mother’s  heart.  On  this 
account  they  all  considered  themselves  happy  to  be 
able  to  speak  even  a  few  words  to  her,  and  they  left 
her  room  edified,  consoled,  and  contented.  “There 
will  never  be  another  Superior  like  Sister  Emilie,’’ 
said  the  Sisters  when  death  had  taken  her  away  from 
them. 

Hers  was  a  kindly  and  loving  character,  gentle  and 
patient,  and  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  a  harsh  and 
bitter  word.  Her  very  reprimands  were  given  with  a 
gentle  seriousness.  A  Sister  once  had  caused  con¬ 
siderable  damage  by  her  clumsiness ;  trembling,  she 
went  to  her  Superior  expecting  to  receive  a  sharp 
rebuke,  but  the  Superior  remained  calm  and  gentle, 
and,  without  the  least  sign  of  disturbance,  reproved 
her  lovingly  and  gravely.  This  was  more  effective 
than  the  severest  penance. 

No  matter  at  what  time  the  Sisters  chose  to  come 
to  her,  however  busy  she  might  be,  they  never  left 
her  without  advice  and  help,  without  consolation  and 
encouragement.  Especially  when  they  came  to  her  for 
spiritual  help  they  were  sure  to  find  such  understand¬ 
ing  and  motherly  love  that  all  were  gained  at  once 
and  gave  her  their  fullest  confidence. 
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She  had  an  eye  for  everything.  The  Sisters  used 
to  wonder  at  seeing  how  nothing  escaped  her  notice. 
With  a  sight  rendered  more  acute  by  the  love  of  a 
mother,  she  was  very  quick  to  see  when  a  Sister  was 
suffering  in  mind  or  body.  Many  thought  God  must 
have  granted  her  a  special  insight  in  this  way,  so 
efficacious  was  the  tender  help  their  Superior  gave 
them.  She  observed  things,  too,  that  the  Sisters  did 
not  think  she  had  noticed,  as  when  she  told  a  Sister 
she  had  watched  her  at  work  and  did  not  think  she 
was  nearly  quick  enough  about  it. 

She  loved  active  work,  and  therefore  was  particular 
to  see  that  the  Sisters  were  always  usefully  employed. 
With  great  forethought  and  prudence  she  divided  the 
work  amongst  the  Sisters.  They  thought  it  wonderful 
that  with  her  close  union  with  God  she  never  forgot 
the  least  part  of  the  business  of  the  house  nor  the 
smallest  needs  of  the  Sisters.  It  was  a  great  joy  to 
her  when  she  saw  that  the  Sisters  did  their  work 
well  and  did  it  for  God  alone.  But  it  gave  her  great 
pain  she  told  them,  if  a  Sister  was  negligent  in  her 
work  or  worked  well  only  when  she  was  present  from 
a  motive  of  human  respect. 

When  the  work  proved  to  be  beyond  the  strength 
of  the  Sisters  she  gave  them  all  the  help  she  could, 
and  this  especially  by  the  power  of  her  prayer.  The 
Sister  who  had  the  happiness  of  nursing  her  in  her 
many  illnesses  had  experience  of  this.  After  the  death 
of  her  Superior,  this  Sister  reported  :  “  When,  in 
1856,  Sister  Emilie  had  typhus  very  badly,  for  more 
than  four  weeks  I  was  with  her  almost  all  the  time 
without  sleeping  for  a  single  night.  The  dear  God 
strengthened  me  wonderfully  to  do  this  nursing.  In 
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the  evening  I  used  to  feel  very  tired  after  all  the  work 
I  had  had  to  do,  not  only  in  nursing  her,  but  in  the 
convent  as  well.  But  when  I  came  to  her  the  tiredness 
gradually  disappeared,  and  in  the  morning,  even 
when  I  had  been  standing  nearly  all  night  by  the 
sick  bed,  I  felt  as  much  refreshed  as  if  I  had  been 
sleeping  the  whole  night  through,  a  fact  which  the 
other  Sisters  believed.  Later  on,  when  she  had  re¬ 
covered  again,  I  told  her  how  well  I  had  been  able 
to  watch  by  her  and  feel  neither  fatigue  nor  sleepi¬ 
ness;  but  when  I  had  to  watch  by  other  patients  I 
soon  lost  strength.  She  answered  that  she  had  prayed 
to  our  Lord  that  he  might  not  allow  my  health  to 
suffer  through  taking  care  of  her.  Later  on,  when  she 
had  an  ulcerated  throat  and  I  had  to  put  compresses 
on  her  day  and  night,  I  said  in  fun  that  she  had  better 
ask  our  Lord  again  to  let  me  watch  properly,  for  there 
was  no  other  Sister  who  could  have  undertaken  the 
work.  She  replied  that  she  had  already  done  so,  and 
for  several  nights  I  stayed  up  without  feeling  any 
after-effects.  I  expressed  my  amazement  that  our 
Saviour  should  answer  her  prayer  so  promptly,  but 
she  forbade  me  ever  to  speak  of  it  to  the  others.” 

Her  clear  sight  showed  her  quickly  the  failings  of 
each  one  of  her  Sisters,  and  she  understood  well  how 
to  time  her  reproofs  at  the  right  moment  and  to  en¬ 
courage  them  to  advance  in  true  and  solid  virtue, 
especially  in  interior  and  exterior  mortification,  in 
self-contempt,  and  in  prayer.  She  used  to  say  that  a 
mortified  and  prayer-loving  soul  was  so  pleasing  to 
our  Lord  that  it  might  hope  for  signal  graces  from 
him. 

She  did  everything  in  her  power  to  train  her  Sisters 
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in  these  virtues.  As  she  was  quick  in  seeing  the  pre¬ 
dispositions  and  attractions  of  each  Sister,  she  knew 
just  how  to  give  the  encouragement  or  correction  best 
suited  to  her  character.  Her  manner  of  dealing  with 
some  seemed  often  harsh  or  severe,  whereas  others 
were  dealt  with  very  gently.  In  one  Sister  she  hardly 
noticed  a  failing  that  she  would  severely  reprove  in 
another.  Although  she  might  often  seem  to  be  severe 
to  one  or  other  of  the  Sisters,  none  felt  injured  or 
embittered  in  consequence.  All  saw  the  value  of  her 
method  and  knew  how  motherly  was  the  care  their 
Superior  had  of  them ;  their  love  and  respect  for  her 
did  but  increase  as  the  result  of  her  firm  and  sure 
guidance. 

Above  all,  she  tried  to  confirm  her  Sisters  in 
humility,  a  virtue  she  herself  possessed  in  a  very 
high  degree.  For,  as  she  often  repeated  with 
emphasis,  that  is  the  foundation  on  which  the  build¬ 
ing  of  piety  must  be  reared.  As  soon  as  she  saw  that 
self-love  was  being  gratified  in  any  work  or  charge, 
she  quickly  disclosed  to  the  Sister  the  imperfection  of 
which  she  was  guilty.  She  did  this  in  such  a  con¬ 
vincing  way  that  the  culprit  was  thoroughly  ashamed 
of  herself  and  promised  amendment.  Once  when  she 
gave  a  Sister  the  charge  of  watching  by  one  of  the 
poor  patients,  the  Sister  showed  herself  somewhat  un¬ 
willing.  The  Superior  did  not  appear  to  notice  this. 
When  later  on  the  Sister  was  about  to  set  out,  Sister 
Emilie  told  her  that  our  Saviour  did  not  wish  to  be 
nursed  by  her;  a  younger  Sister  was  to  have  that 
happiness  instead.  These  words,  spoken  with  gentle 
gravity,  made  the  Sister  so  deeply  ashamed  that  she 
heartily  repented  of  her  fault.  When  similar  occasions 
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arose,  as  they  often  did,  and  were  little  enough  to  her 
liking,  she  never  again  showed  discontent. 

As  Superior,  Sister  Emilie  begged  her  Assistant 
for  the  love  of  God  to  point  out  her  faults  to  her.  In 
order  to  satisfy  her  the  Assistant  watched  closely  so  as 
to  find  some  point  which  might  be  altered  or  im¬ 
proved.  It  was,  however,  of  no  avail.  All  the  Sisters 
who  knew  Sister  Emilie  envied  the  Diisseldorf  Com¬ 
munity  for  being  under  the  direction  of  so  holy  a 
Superior.  Yet  several  times  did  this  same  Superior 
complain  to  her  Assistant  that  it  was  owing  to  her 
direction  that  certain  Sisters  made  so  little  progress 
in  perfection ;  she  often  asked  for  prayers  on  this 
account. 

One  reason  why  her  influence  on  the  interior  life 
of  her  Sisters  was  fraught  with  such  blessing  may  be 
found  in  her  maxim,  “  Confidence  is  better  than  fear 
even  in  the  spiritual  life.”  In  1858  she  wrote  to  Sister 
Gerhardine  :  “In  the  work  of  rooting  out  our  faults 
we  will  be  guided  rather  by  love  and  confidence  than 
by  fear.  Led  by  love  and  confidence,  with  a  light  step 
we  shall  go  far;  led  by  fear  we  shall  go  but  a  little 
way  and  that  only  with  difficulty.  It  is  so  important 
in  the  spiritual  life  for  our  hearts  to  be  enlarged  with 
trust  and  not  compressed  with  fear.  We  will  be  very 
generous  with  the  dear  God  and  knowingly  and 
willingly  we  will  deny  him  nothing,  but  we  will  rely 
on  him  more  than  on  ourselves.  Trust  and  love  are 
worth  more  than  fear.  It  seems  to  me  that  the  best 
preparation  for  receiving  great  gifts  is  to  fulfil  all 
our  duties  very  faithfully  in  order  to  accomplish  the 
holy  will  of  God  and  to  please  the  divine  Bride¬ 
groom.” 
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She  impressed  on  her  Sisters  the  importance  of 
prayer.  A  Religious,  a  spouse  of  our  Lord,  she  said, 
must  always  be  praying,  even  if  the  prayer  is  not 
vocal ;  her  actions  must  always  be  a  silent  prayer  by 
which  God  may  be  glorified.  She  was  much  grieved 
when  she  saw  that  a  Sister  had  little  fervour  in 
prayer  and  neglected  it  for  a  trifling  excuse.  Her 
own  example  was  a  most  impressive  incitement  to 
prayer. 

Although  she  had  very  bad  health  and  often  could 
not  sleep  for  half  the  night,  she  was  almost  always 
the  first  in  chapel  in  the  morning  and  the  last  to  leave 
it  at  night.  If  her  appearance  was  always  edifying, 
it  was  most  particularly  so  while  she  was  praying. 
The  Sisters  saw  her  for  hours  on  end  kneel  motionless 
in  the  chapel,  only  now  and  then  they  noticed  that  she 
wiped  a  tear  from  her  eyes.  They  often  watched  her 
on  Thursday  evenings  when  she  was  making  the 
Holy  Hour.  When  midnight  struck  it  seemed  as  if 
she  had  to  tear  herself  away  from  the  presence  of  our 
Lord.  Twice,  and  even  three  times,  would  she  kneel 
down  again.  The  Sister  on  night  duty  repeatedly  saw 
this  from  the  infirmary  window,  which  opened  into 
the  chapel. 

The  faithful  Superior  allowed  no  opportunity  to 
pass  of  confirming  the  Sisters  in  supernatural  disposi¬ 
tions  and  of  inspiring  them  especially  with  a  true  love 
for  their  suffering  Redeemer  and  a  genuine  longing 
for  their  heavenly  home.  When  the  sun  set  in  its 
golden  glory  and  the  whole  landscape  beyond  the 
river  lay  flooded  in  a  rosy  light,  she  would  remind  the 
Sisters  of  the  Sun  of  Justice  that  knows  no  setting, 
or,  filled  with  yearning,  she  would  exclaim  :  “  How 
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glorious  heaven  must  be  if  the  beauties  of  nature  are 
so  sublime.” 

When  their  duty  called  the  Sisters  to  the  bedside 
of  the  sick  poor,  she  liked  to  remind  them  that  they 
were  going  to  wait  upon  our  suffering  Lord  and  ought 
to  serve  him  with  a  generous  overcoming  of  their 
natural  repugnance  in  the  case  of  the  more  repulsive 
diseases.  “  Our  Lord  takes  as  done  to  himself  what¬ 
ever  we  do  for  the  least  of  his  brethren.” 

She  tried  to  accustom  the  Sisters,  by  a  pure  inten¬ 
tion,  to  refer  all  their  actions,  even  the  smallest,  to 
God,  to  prepare  the  food  for  our  Blessed  Lord  and 
his  Apostles,  to  sweep  and  clean  the  rooms  and  wards 
for  his  entrance  there  or  for  his  beloved  spouses,  to 
offer  up  every  step  to  him  in  order  to  draw  nearer  to 
the  loving  furnace  of  his  Heart,  or,  if  they  had  to 
watch  at  night,  to  unite  themselves  to  our  Saviour 
praying  in  the  Garden  of  Olives. 

Like  a  true  mother,  she  tried  to  prepare  her 
daughters  well  for  the  great  feasts  of  the  Church  by 
exercising  them  especially  at  these  times  in  all 
religious  virtues,  particularly  in  humility,  obedience, 
and  mortification.  These  means,  so  repugnant  to 
nature,  were  made  easier  for  them  by  the  sight  of 
their  zealous  Superior,  who  outstripped  them  all  in 
the  use  of  them.  As  a  means  of  mortification  she  took 
the  exact  observance  of  the  Rule.  She  was  so  strict 
about  it  that  she  dared  not  overstep  it  even  in  the 
smallest  point,  not  even  during  her  frequent  illnesses. 

She  was  exemplary  in  her  union  of  the  active  with 
the  contemplative  life,  and  it  was  her  earnest  wish  that 
her  Sisters  should  also  learn  the  secret  of  this  union. 
She  therefore  exhorted  them  to  exterior  reserve, 
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iirging  them  to  keep  careful  custody  of  the  eyes.  She 
wished  that,  as  the  Rule  requires,  a  Daughter  of  the 
Cross  should  by  her  religious  modesty  be  an  example 
to  all.  She  always  encouraged  them  to  make  cheer¬ 
fully  little  sacrifices  for  our  Lord  and,  for  the  love  of 
him,  to  be  very  faithful  in  little  things.  She  herself, 
in  spite  of  being  frequently  overburdened  with  work, 
anxiety,  and  sufferings,  preserved,  as  we  have  seen, 
in  a  very  high  degree  the  spirit  of  prayer,  and  she 
earnestly  impressed  on  the  Sisters  the  necessity  of 
doing  the  same.  She  laid  great  stress  on  generosity 
of  disposition.  The  Sisters  were  urged  to  make  this 
offering  of  themselves  frequently  during  the  day  : 
“  Lord,  here  I  am.  Do  what  you  will  with  me.” 
Cleanliness  she  insisted  on  at  all  times.  Everything 
in  the  house  had  to  be  spotlessly  clean  and  neat, 
especially  in  the  chapel,  and  she  saw  to  it  herself  that 
it  was  always  kept  so. 

The  Sisters  considered  it  a  great  grace  to  be  under 
the  direction  of  such  a  Superior.  In  all  her  words  they 
experienced  a  peculiar  power,  strengthening  souls 
that  were  weak,  and  they  went  away  from  her  presence 
uplifted  and  consoled.  She  knew  how  to  draw  souls 
to  God,  and  she  desired  nothing  better  than  to  kindle 
in  others  the  fire  of  divine  Love  that  burned  so 
brightly  in  her  own  heart. 

When  a  Sister  once  complained  that  she  had  so 
much  to  fight  against,  her  Superior  replied  :  “  Happy 
they  who  can  show  their  love  and  fidelity  to  our  Lord 
in  deeds  and  in  combats.  It  is  only  the  victor  who 
receives  the  reward,  and  they  alone  will  overcome 
who  have  known  how  to  fight.  Therefore  let  us  thank 
God  when  he  gives  us  the  grace  of  temptation.” 
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Words  like  these  made  such  an  impression  when  they 
fell  from  her  lips  that  the  Sister  left  her  Superior  in 
peace  and  joy  and  even  felt  a  desire  for  temptation  in 
order  to  prove  her  love. 

If  a  Sister  were  troubled  with  desolation  and  in¬ 
terior  sufferings,  then  most  of  all  could  she  look  to 
her  Superior  for  understanding  and  sympathy.  This, 
she  would  say,  was  the  most  profitable  time  for 
acquiring  virtue  and  merit.  This  was  the  time  to 
show  our  love  for  God  by  fidelity  in  spiritual  exercises 
and  in  the  accomplishment  of  duties.  A  soul  that 
wants  to  give  itself  entirely  to  God  must  be  willing 
to  accept  all  sufferings  joyfully.  “  Ask  the  dear  God 
to  teach  you  to  understand  how  sweet  it  is  to  suffer 
for  him.  Value  only  such  sensible  consolation  and 
such  devotion  as  will  encourage  you  in  the  practice  of 
virtue  and  in  suffering.” 

The  Sister  to  whom  she  gave  this  advice  asked  one 
Lent  for  permission  to  do  something  extra ;  Sister 
Emilie  recommended  interior  mortification  as  par¬ 
ticularly  pleasing  to  God.  “  Overcome  yourself  on 
occasions  when  it  will  cost  you  something  to  do  so. 
Be  very  recollected,  and  offer  the  good  God  each  day 
a  bouquet  of  virtues.” 

If  she  knew  how  to  lead  souls  to  God,  she  knew 
also  how  to  make  generous  allowance  for  human 
weakness.  One  of  her  Sisters  in  after  years  bore  testi¬ 
mony  to  this.  “  What  patience  our  dear  Superior  had 
with  my  faults  !  When  I  returned  month  after  month 
with  the  same  fault,  and  often,  instead  of  improving, 
adding  additional  faults,  how  it  pained  her  that  I 
should  so  offend  God,  what  compassion  she  had  for 
me,  and  what  trouble  she  took  to  make  me  better  l 
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For  my  frequent,  unnecessary  talk  she  taught  me  to 
keep  before  my  eyes  our  Crucified  Saviour,  warning 
me  not  to  talk  so  much  with  creatures  but  to  speak 
more  to  him.  If  the  babies  cried  in  the  night  I  should 
think,  ‘  The  infant  Jesus  is  calling ;  run  and  help 
him  P  Then  I  should  not  be  impatient,  as  I  so  often 
had  been  before.  The  last  word  that  she  said  to  me 
in  her  illness  before  her  death,  with  a  radiant  look, 
was,  ‘  Take  care  of  your  suffering  Saviour,  and  never 
lose  sight  of  him.’  ”  The  Sister  never  forgot  it. 

On  one  occasion  a  poor,  weak  soul  was  bewailing 
the  little  advance  that  she  made  in  virtue.  “Be  of 
good  courage,”  replied  her  Superior,  “you  can 
soon  become  perfect  if  you  are  generous  and  morti¬ 
fied,  and  ready  to  make  sacrifices.  The  dear  God,  who 
has  already  done  so  much  for  you,  will  not  allow 
himself  to  be  outstripped  by  you  in  generosity.  Only 
have  an  honest  desire  to  love  God,  to  do  his  will, 
and  to  deny  yourself  1  You  will  advance  in  proportion 
as  you  work  at  yourself  and  do  violence  to  yourself.” 

The  portress  complained  to  her  Superior  that  she 
heard  so  little  of  the  conferences  given  regularly  by 
the  latter  to  the  Community ;  she  was  so  often  called 
away  to  answer  the  door  bell.  “You  lose  nothing,” 
was  the  answer,  “  you  are  doing  God’s  will.  What 
we  are  discussing  in  the  conferences  you  are  already 
practising.  As  you  pass  through  the  corridors  speak 
interiorly  with  the  dear  God,  and  when  you  open  the 
door  beg  our  Saviour  to  open  his  Sacred  Heart  to 
you.  Then  you  will  be  still  better  instructed  and  more 
richly  compensated.” 

This  same  portress  has  preserved  for  us,  in  writing, 
some  of  her  Superior’s  conferences  on  the  interior 
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life.  They  show  so  clearly  the  spirit  in  which  Sister 
Emilie  directed  her  community  that  we  may  give  them 
here  : 

“  My  dear  Sisters,  one  thing  only  is  necessary  in 
order  to  live  perfect  and  holy  lives  in  religion  ;  that 
is — to  keep  the  vows  faithfully,  to  observe  the  Rule 
exactly,  and  to  fulfil  our  duty  loyally.  A  Religious 
who  does  this  is  very  happy,  and  almost  possesses 
heaven  on  earth.  And  what  must  we  do  to  arrive  at 
this  ?  We  must  be  deaf,  dumb,  and  blind.  Deaf,  so 
as  to  hear  nothing  unnecessary ;  dumb,  to  speak  only 
what  is  necessary  and  edifying,  not  of  the  faults  and 
imperfections  of  others;  blind,  to  see  only  what  can 
serve  for  our  salvation  and  perfection,  and  to  turn  our 
eyes  from  the  doings  and  omissions  of  others.  If  you 
are  not  happy,  just  examine  whether  the  cause  is 
pride  or  want  of  mortification  of  the  senses. 

“  In  order  to  lead  an  interior  life  it  is  absolutely 
necessary  to  be  faithful  in  corresponding  with  grace. 
St  Paul  warns  us  that  we  receive  not  the  grace  of 
God  in  vain.  A  Religious  must  take  care  to  lead  an 
interior  life,  for  otherwise  she  will  be  leading  not  even 
a  Christian  but  a  purely  natural  life.  The  dear  God 
gives  to  everyone  the  grace  to  work  out  his  salvation 
and  to  overcome  temptation.  Special  graces  he  gives 
only  to  faithful  souls,  his  favourites,  so  that  they  may 
advance  easily  from  virtue  to  virtue.  If  a  soul  is  not 
faithful  in  following  its  inspirations,  instead  of 
advancing  it  will  each  day  go  backwards  and  become 
quite  lukewarm.  It  is  very  useful  in  our  examination 
of  conscience  to  ask  what  importance  we  set  on  fidelity 
in  little  things. 

“  Nothing  is  more  harmful  in  the  spiritual  life  than 
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want  of  recollection  and  softness.  It  is  a  good  thing 
to  meditate  often  on  the  advantages  of  the  religious 
state.  Without  any  merit  of  ours,  the  dear  God  has 
called  us  from  the  world  and  brought  us  into  his  holy 
House  so  that  we  may  serve  him  better.  We  have  not 
chosen  him,  it  is  he  who  has  chosen  us.  He  has  let  us 
see  the  nothingness  of  all  earthly  things.  We  have 
heard  the  love  call  of  our  divine  Bridegroom  and  we 
have  followed  him.  He  is  so  great,  so  holy,  so 
sublime  1  But  we  are  to  be  envied  for  the  many 
means  we  have  that  lead  us  to  perfection.  It  is  true 
that  the  holy  Rule,  the  vows,  and  community  life 
are  a  yoke  and  a  burden,  but  the  yoke  is  sweet  and 
the  burden  light.  Already  in  this  life  we  find  the 
truth  of  what  our  Saviour  said :  Whosoever  shall 
leave  father  and  mother,  house  and  home  for  my 
sake,  shall  receive  a  hundredfold.  Whoever  does  not 
find  this  has  not  given  up  her  attachment  to  them. 
The  holy  Rule  does  not  bind  us  under  either  mortal 
or  venial  sin  unless  it  is  broken  through  contempt,  or 
if  the  vows  are  also  infringed.  But  the  perfection  of 
a  Religious  lies  in  the  exact  observance  of  her  Rule. 
The  more  faithfully  she  keeps  it,  the  more  perfect  she 
will  be.  The  holy  Rule  is  a  ladder  up  to  heaven. 
The  Rule  is  to  the  Religious  what  wings  are  to  the 
bird,  or  wheels  to  the  cart.  See  the  zealous  Religious 
how  by  her  good  example  she  incites  all  around  her 
to  good.  ...  To  make  no  vow  to  God  is  no  sin,  but 
to  make  a  vow  to  God  and  not  keep  it  is  sin. 

“  Ejaculations  or  aspirations  of  the  heart  to  God, 
united  with  interior  and  exterior  mortification,  are 
a  sure  means  of  arriving  quickly  at  high  perfection. 
Spiritual  masters  say  that  we  can  offer  them  as  we 
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breathe,  and  in  this  way  be  always  united  with  the 
dear  God  and  ready  to  practise  virtue  when  the  occa¬ 
sion  offers. 

“  Silence  preserves  us  from  many  sins.  Silence 
leads  to  contrition,  contrition  to  devotion,  devotion  to 
prayer,  and  prayer  to  union  with  God.” 

These  homely  conferences  give  an  excellent  in¬ 
sight  into  the  ascetical  tendency  of  Sister  Emilie’s 
training  of  the  Sisters.  It  is  the  same  by  means  of 
which  she  herself  had  attained  to  such  close  union 
with  God  and  had  actively  prepared  herself  for  the 
reception  of  such  great  graces. 

We  will  add  a  few  extracts  from  letters  written 
apparently  to  a  Mistress  of  Novices  or  a  Superior  : 

December  17,  1856. 

“  If  only  we  understood  how  to  distrust  ourselves 
and  to  trust  God,  how  powerful  we  should  be  !  And 
yet  who  should  put  their  whole  trust  more  entirely 
in  God  than  those  who  have  to  guide  souls  to  per¬ 
fection,  and  to  the  highest  perfection  !  Christmas  is 
drawing  near.  Let  us  labour  with  a  holy  zeal  to  pre¬ 
pare  for  the  Coming  of  the  adorable  Saviour, 
especially  through  holy  recollection,  humility,  and 
holy  love.  Let  us  frequently  during  the  day  beg  for 
a  heart  on  fire  with  love;  for  it  was  love  that  induced 
the  Son  of  God,  our  Saviour,  to  come  down  to  the 
earth.  Again,  it  is  love  that  makes  him  enter  our 
hearts  in  Holy  Communion. 

‘‘To  love  Jesus,  our  divine  Bridegroom,  and  to 
teach  others,  especially  his  spouses,  to  love  him,  that 
must  be  our  constant  occupation.  And  how  sweet  it 
is  to  love  so  good  and  tender  a  father  !  But  do  not 
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let  us  forget  that  love  must  show  itself  in  deeds,  love 
must  be  proved  !” 

December  18,  1856. 

“  Oh  yes  !  Let  us  love  the  adorable  Saviour  who  has 
deigned  to  choose  us  for  his  spouses.  But  let  us  love 
him  with  our  whole  heart.  May  all  that  we  do,  all 
that  we  say,  all  that  we  have  the  good  fortune  to 
suffer  for  him,  be  for  him  alone,  and  for  his  glory. 
How  happy  is  the  soul  that  can  always  satisfy  and 
please  the  adorable  Heart  of  Jesus  !  And  we  have  this 
happiness,  we  can  have  it  if  we  really  want  to;  we  do 
want  it,  do  we  not?” 

February  8,  1857. 

"I  am  much  consoled  that  all  still  goes  well  with 
you  and  that  you  have  the  firm  resolution  to  work 
more  and  more  with  the  grace  of  God,  at  your  own 
perfection  and  at  that  of  those  souls  whom  he  has 
confided  to  you.  Try  to  keep  this  holy  desire  and 
to  increase  it,  for  much  depends  on  it.  The  dear  God 
loves  souls  who  have  a  great  desire  for  their  sanctifi¬ 
cation,  and  when  they  mistrust  themselves  and  give 
themselves  up  entirely  to  him,  he  grants  them  what 
they  wish  for,  and  leads  them  on  from  virtue  to  virtue, 
from  perfection  to  perfection  until  they  have  reached 
the  highest  point. 

“  Our  good  Saviour  is  pleased  when  there  is  zeal, 
because  he  cannot  stand  tepidity ;  he  tenderly  loves 
the  zealous  soul.  You  understand  of  what  zeal  I  am 
speaking;  when  the  soul  is  possessed  of  a  holy  zeal 
it  is  not  hard  to  keep  it ;  but  it  is  very  hard  to  become 
zealous  again  when  one  has  become  a  little  tepid. 

“  For  what  concerns  yourself,  do  not  be  uneasy  if 
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you  feel  that  in  you  nature  is  not  yet  quite  dead.  If 
you  cannot  practise  virtue  in  the  highest  degree  of 
perfection,  do  quietly  as  much  as  you  are  able  with 
the  help  of  grace.  Meanwhile,  keep  the  desire  of 
advancing  in  the  way  of  perfection.  If  on  any  occa¬ 
sion  you  have  not  been  faithful  or  generous  enough, 
cast  yourself  like  Magdalen  at  the  feet  of  your  good 
Master,  and  be  assured  that  the  good  Saviour  will 
forgive  you  as  he  forgave  her.  Try  to  love  Jesus  in 
all  that  you  do,  say,  or  suffer,  and  you  will  love  him 
very  much.  Help  me  to  obtain  by  prayer  this  last 
grace  for  myself,  so  that  I  may  do  nothing  else  but 
love  him  who  has  so  much,  so  very  much  loved  me.” 


CHAPTER  XVIII 


APOSTOLIC  WORK 

“  TT  ET  us  love  our  divine  Bridegroom,”  Sister 
Emilie  urged  her  Sisters,  ‘‘and  let  us  make 

JSL — ^him  loved;  let  us  pray  that  he  may  be  better 
and  better  known,  for  then  love  cannot  be  refused 
him.”  The  fire  of  love  for  God  that  filled  her  aspiring 
soul  expresses  itself  in  these  words.  Not  her  Sisters 
only — she  would  gladly  have  brought  everyone  in 
the  world  to  our  Lord.  For  this  reason  she  often 
expressed  a  wish  to  be  sent  as  a  missionary  to  the 
heathen  in  India,  in  order  to  have  more  opportunities 
of  winning  souls  to  God.  Yet  in  Diisseldorf,  Provi¬ 
dence  had  already  assigned  her  a  large  field  of  labour 
in  the  hospital  with  its  Sisters,  its  patients,  and  all 
its  outside  works. 

On  January  20,  1857,  in  a  letter  to  the  Mother 
General,  Sister  Emilie  gives  the  following  account  of 
her  work  and  that  of  the  Sisters  : 

“  We  have  no  time  to  be  ill,  for  the  hospital  is 
quite  full  of  patients  of  all  sorts.  Many  of  them  need 
careful  nursing  night  and  day.  Besides  these  we  have 
about  twenty  poor  people  in  the  town  who  are  ill. 
Father  Griinmeyer  has  told  me  that  the  sick  poor  are 
so  happy  because  the  Sisters  nurse  them  and  visit 
them,  and  that  one  can  notice  a  visible  change  in  the 
patients  and  in  their  families.  And  you  must  know, 
dear  good  Mother,  that  the  little  means  we  have  for 
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helping  them  have  not  yet  failed ;  I  still  have  a  small 
supply  without  being  obliged  to  ask  for  anything.  I 
go  myself  three  or  four  times  in  the  week  to  visit  them 
and  am  happy  in  doing  so.  We  should  have  at  least 
two  or  three  additional  Sisters  to  attend  to  this  work, 
and  it  is  only  with  difficulty  that  I  can  spare  one.  You 
cannot  think  how  much  good  can  be  done  in  this 
way  in  the  families  of  the  poor.  I  call  this  the  most 
consoling  of  our  works,  for  it  is  a  great  consolation 
to  see  not  only  individuals  but  whole  families  return 
to  God.” 

Many  of  the  patients  in  the  hospital  were  witness 
of  the  great  zeal  of  the  Superior  for  souls,  for  she 
spent  herself  untiringly  in  procuring  for  them  at  one 
and  the  same  time  physical  relief  and  spiritual  con¬ 
solation.  By  her  loving  words  she  quickly  won  their 
hearts  in  order  to  give  them  to  the  good  God.  She 
herself  studied  the  catechism  with  them  and  prepared 
them  for  confession.  To  such  an  extent  did  she  win 
the  love  and  confidence  of  the  sick  that  several  ex¬ 
pressed  a  wish  to  make  their  confession  to  her,  so  that 
she  might  make  it  for  them  to  the  priest  1 

At  first  the  Daughters  of  the  Cross  were  to  undertake 
only  the  nursing  and  the  work  of  the  hospital.  But  in 
her  zeal  for  souls  Sister  Emilie  could  not  rest  until 
she  had  obtained  permission  from  the  Mother  General 
to  visit  sick  women  in  their  own  houses  and  to  give 
them  the  care  they  needed.  As  soon  as  a  request  was 
made  for  help  for  a  poor,  sick  person,  one  of  the 
Sisters  hastened  immediately  to  her  assistance.  Often 
the  Superior  would  accompany  her,  to  the  no  small  joy 
of  the  sufferer,  who  would  tell  her  friends,  “  Reverend 
Mother  herself  has  been  to  visit  me!”  With  ready 
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sympathy  she  often  gave  up  a  Sister  to  nurse  a  patient 
when  it  was  no  easy  matter  to  do  so,  and  when  she  her¬ 
self  might  have  to  undertake  that  Sister’s  work.  But 
if  a  well-to-do  family  wanted  a  Sister  to  watch  beside 
a  corpse  she  would  say  decidedly,  “  Someone  else  can 
do  that.” 

Her  whole  bearing  showed  the  supernatural  prin¬ 
ciples  on  which  she  acted ;  in  the  sick,  and  especially 
in  those  who  were  sick  rather  in  soul  than  in  body, 
she  served  God,  hoping  by  so  doing  to  induce  them 
to  serve  him  also.  On  January  8,  1858,  she  reports  to 
Sister  Gerhardine  :  “We  have  never  had  so  much 
work  to  do  in  our  Master’s  Vineyard  as  this  winter; 
so  many  poor  people  are  ill,  and  often  they  are  more 
sick  in  soul  than  in  body.  We  can  do  much  good  for 
these  while  visiting  the  poor  in  the  town  and  taking 
care  of  them.  It  does,  indeed,  need  much  devotedness 
and  generosity.  .  .  .  But  the  divine  Master  be 
praised,  the  loving  Father,  for  making  use  of  us  in 
his  service  and  allowing  us  to  look  after  his  poor 
members.” 

Her  supernatural  principles  appear  also  in  her 
marked  preference  for  the  poor.  She  loved  the  poor, 
and  went  herself  to  their  houses  and  attics  to  bring 
help  to  the  sick  and  needy,  and  to  speak  to  them 
words  of  exhortation  or  of  comfort.  She  never  refused 
a  reasonable  request  for  help  for  poor  churches  or 
convents.  She  had  a  special  love  for  children,  and  it 
was  touching  to  see  how  she  carried  them  in  her  arms 
and  pressed  them  to  her  heart.  During  her  last  illness, 
when  spoken  to  of  the  care  of  the  poor,  she  answered 
very  joyfully  :  “  Yes,  in  the  town  and  in  the  hospital 
we  have  none  but  the  poor  to  nurse,  and  in  the  house 
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and  school  we  have  only  poor  children.  We  give  a 
fair  share  to  the  poor.” 

But  her  apostolic  heart  did  not  limit  itself  to  her 
Sisters  and  to  the  sick.  Without  distinction  she  tried 
to  console  and  help  all  with  whom  she  came  in  con¬ 
tact,  and  we  need  hardly  add  that  in  this  she  was 
always  successful. 

Her  musical  talent  enabled  her  to  direct  the  little 
choir  of  the  convent  chapel.  There,  too,  her  zeal  for 
souls  found  scope.  In  the  choir  practices  she  knew 
how  to  maintain  the  zeal  of  the  singers,  to  keep  up  a 
good  spirit  among  them,  and  to  avoid  any  friction.  She 
laid  great  stress  on  keeping  the  feasts  of  the  ecclesi¬ 
astical  year  in  the  right  spirit.  “One  feast  follows 
another,”  she  said;  “sometimes  there  is  a  whole 
month  of  feasts  until  at  last  we  celebrate  the  great 
festival  in  heaven.”  She  managed  to  inspire  her  choir 
with  her  own  enthusiasm ;  when  she  was  leading  them 
her  sole  preoccupation  seemed  to  be  to  sing  the  praises 
of  the  Lord. 

Difficult  though  she  found  intercourse  with  secular 
persons  in  the  parlour,  she  exercised  there  a  special 
apostolate.  Many  bore  witness  that  they  had  been 
encouraged  by  her  example  to  serve  God  in  the 
cloister,  and  they  thanked  Sister  Emilie  for  their 
happiness  in  time  and  in  eternity.  Her  very  appear¬ 
ance  used  to  make  a  deep  impression  on  people.  As 
a  Daughter  of  the  Cross  she  did  not  easily  let  an 
opportunity  slip  by  of  speaking  to  those  around  her 
of  her  crucified  Love.  To  many  she  proved  a 
model  of  how  to  bear  the  Cross  after  Christ.  She 
had  an  especial  gift  for  strengthening  confidence 
in  God. 


1 68  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

She  seemed  appointed  by  God  to  be  the  loving  pro¬ 
tectress  of  many  a  soul.  It  was  not  alone  the  Sisters 
on  whom  she  expended  a  mother’s  love,  she  managed 
to  find  time  for  many  an  interior  soul  who  came  to 
her  for  advice,  comfort,  and  help.  Even  worldly 
persons  felt  safe  and  happy  in  her  presence.  Her 
obliging  and  friendly  manner,  her  modest  reserve,  her 
unstudied  simplicity  and  humility  and  her  intelligent 
prudence  inspired  confidence  and  won  many  hearts. 
It  seemed  that  she  wanted  to  draw  to  our  Lord  all 
those  who  came  in  contact  with  her.  She  used  to  say 
that  she  wanted  to  see  all  happy,  and  therefore  would 
not  willingly  leave  them  to  the  ungrateful  world. 
Penetrated  with  joy  at  belonging  entirely  to  God,  she 
remarked  :  “  Living  in  the  world  we  can  indeed  give 
God  the  fruits  of  our  good  works ;  but  few  offer  them 
all  up  to  him.  In  the  convent  we  give  our  Lord  the 
tree  itself  in  our  own  person.”  Another  time,  referring 
to  the  happiness  of  religious  life,  she  said  :  “  I  would 
not  exchange  the  hardest  quarter  of  an  hour  in  the 
convent  for  all  the  joys  of  the  world.” 

Her  greatest  delight  was  to  excite  in  others  the 
love  of  God,  of  which  her  own  soul  was  so  full.  Her 
words  and  conversations  induced  many  souls  to  serve 
God  without  reserve,  and  to  despise  the  world  or  to 
leave  it  altogether.  Anyone  who  was  unable  to  follow 
the  desire  of  her  heart  for  the  religious  life  found  in 
Sister  Emilie  understanding,  help,  and  comfort.  “  She 
was  a  visible  guardian  angel  for  me,”  a  lady  reported. 
“  I  have  to  thank  her  for  much  consolation  and  much 
instruction.  When  I  was  in  trouble,  especially  when 
I  had  to  wait  at  the  convent  door  like  a  poor  beggar, 
and  was  each  time  thrust  back  into  the  world,  Sister 
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Emilie  reminded  me  of  God’s  secret  and  loving 
designs.  ‘Do  it  for  love  of  Jesus;  he  will  not  let 
himself  be  outdone  in  generosity,’  or  ‘Look  upon 
yourself  now  as  already  belonging  entirely  to  our 
Lord.’  ” 

A  touching  picture  of  the  apostolate  of  the  parlour 
in  the  Diisseldorf  hospital  was  drawn  by  a  lady  after 
the  death  of  the  Superior. 

“  During  the  six  and  a  half  years  that  I  knew 
her  and  had  frequent  intercourse  with  her,  I 
always  admired  the  calm  cheerfulness  that  shone 
in  her  whole  being,  the  clearness  of  her  under¬ 
standing,  the  lovable  gentleness  with  which  she 
judged  others  and  excused  them,  and  also  the  strength 
and  decision  with  which  she  condemned  what  was 
wrong  and  sinful.  One  never  left  her  without  being 
edified  and  feeling  very  powerfully  drawn  towards 
her.  I  was  glad  when  I  had  an  opportunity  of  speak¬ 
ing  with  her.  Calm  as  she  generally  was,  she  would 
often  become  enthusiastic  when  she  spoke  of  God  and 
of  divine  things,  especially  of  resignation  to  God’s 
will,  of  obedience  and  of  humility.  But  the  words 
simply  flowed  when  she  spoke  of  our  divine  Saviour. 
Then  I  was  amazed  at  her,  and  later  often  thought  of 
her  great  eloquence  that  seemed  to  me  so  striking. 
Now  that  I  know  the  fulness  of  grace  that  dwelt  in 
her,  I  understand  this  enthusiasm.  Then  her  eyes, 
always  deep  and  fine,  would  be  lit  up  and  become 
wonderfully  beautiful  so  that  I  could  not  take  my 
eyes  away  from  them,  which,  however,  she  did  not 
notice. 

“  One  never  felt  that  one  came  to  her  inopportunely ; 
no  token  of  unfriendliness  was  ever  on  her  face,  that 
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always  wore  a  gentle  smile,  although  she  certainly 
often  found  it  very  wearisome  and  extremely  difficult 
to  talk  to  people.  And  as  soon  as  one  complained  to 
her  of  physical  or  of  spiritual  trouble,  how  considerate 
and  gentle  was  the  consolation  she  gave  even  if  she 
was  emphatic  and  serious.  When  she  could  not  grant 
what  was  asked  of  her,  she  always  gave  her  reasons 
for  it  so  regretfully  and  in  such  a  friendly  way  that 
one  was  convinced  she  was  sorry  not  to  be  able  to  do 
it.  What  impression  she  made,  even  on  Protestants, 

I  learned  from  a  lady  who  two  years  before  had  once 
had  an  hour’s  talk  with  her,  and  who  was  full  of 
admiration  for  her  nobility  and  dignity.  Delighted 
with  the  lovable  modesty  that  went  hand  in  hand  with 
these  qualities,  she  was  longing  to  go  and  see  her 
again.  She  often  asked  me  to  take  her  with  me.  She 
said  she  had  never  seen  such  majesty  in  any  woman, 
and  would  never  forget  it.  Everyone  who  had  the 
happiness  of  seeing  her  and  speaking  with  her  was 
similarly  attracted  to  her.” 

One  who  was  later  a  Daughter  of  the  Cross  gave 
as  her  experience  before  she  entered  the  convent  the 
following  account  of  Sister  Emilie.  “  I  found  in  her 
a  great  zeal  for  the  glory  of  God  and  the  salvation  of 
souls.  For  she  spurred  me  on  to  unite  myself  more 
closely  to  God,  to  show  myself  generous  to  him,  and 
not  to  be  content  to  do  only  that  which  he  directly 
required  of  me,  but  to  give  him  also  whatever  I  knew 
would  be  more  for  his  honour  and  glory.  I  found  that 
she  prized  the  religious  life,  but  that  she  esteemed  it 
especially  on  account  of  the  honour  it  gives  to  God, 
and  for  this  reason  she  wished  to  draw  souls  to  it.  As 
I  confided  to  her  my  very  small  and  inexperienced 
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soul  and  begged  her  to  guide  me  and  to  tell  me  what 
the  dear  God  asked  of  me,  she  showed  her  great 
wisdom.  She  taught  me  that  it  was  pleasing  to  God 
for  us  to  try  to  regulate  the  day’s  work  and  to  assign 
special  hours  of  the  day  to  spiritual  exercises  as  well 
as  to  exterior  occupations  according  to  the  circum¬ 
stances  in  which  we  were  placed.  We  should  be  par¬ 
ticularly  exact  and  punctual  in  fulfilling  these  duties. 
The  spiritual  exercises  should  be  settled  by  the  con¬ 
fessor,  who  would  arrange  them  so  as  not  to  interfere 
with  the  duties  of  one’s  state  of  life.  It  was  especially 
advisable,  provided  that  nothing  else  was  neglected  in 
consequence,  to  spend  half  an  hour  in  the  early  morn¬ 
ing  in  meditating  on  the  eternal  truths.” 

When  occasion  offered  she  would  speak  much  of 
the  sublimity  of  the  religious  state.  It  was  noticed 
with  pleasure  that  she  always  spoke  with  the  greatest 
respect  of  her  Superiors  and  of  the  other  Sisters.  She 
related  examples  of  holy  poverty,  which  she  called  the 
wealth  of  Religious,  and  of  obedience,  but  did  so  with 
such  prudent  reserve  that  people  were  attracted  to  the 
Congregation  without  knowing  who  were  the  indi¬ 
viduals  concerned.  Often  she  would  repeat  :  “  Who¬ 
ever  wants  to  become  anything  should  become  it 
wholly  and  without  any  reserve.”  As  her  own  piety 
consisted  neither  in  words  nor  in  feelings,  she  warned 
others  not  to  allow  theirs  to  be  founded  on  a  basis  so 
insecure.  Her  piety  and  all  her  desires  consisted  in 
conforming  herself  entirely  and  in  everything  to 
God’s  holy  will.  Therefore  she  was  emphatic  that 
even  in  the  choice  of  a  vocation  one  should  submit 
oneself  entirely  to  God  and  desire  to  carry  out  his 
most  holy  will.  For  this  reason  one  should  remain 
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calm  and  resigned  even  if  it  were  impossible  to  enter 
that  state  to  which  one  felt  attracted. 

When  the  salvation  of  souls  was  in  question  she 
was  ready  for  the  greatest  sacrifices.  Many  were  those 
she  instructed  both  by  word  and  by  example ;  many 
the  crushed  souls  she  raised  and  consoled,  many  the 
wanderers  she  brought  back  to  the  right  path,  and 
many  the  sufferers  she  relieved  and  comforted.  “  I 
have  the  greatest  pity  for  poor  sinners,”  she  wrote; 
“  it  seems  to  me  that  I  love  them  tenderly — only  their 
sins  I  abhor.  Day  and  night  I  should  like  to  work, 
pray,  and  suffer  to  win  souls  for  Jesus.” 

Many  a  conversion  was  ascribed  to  the  power  of  her 
prayer.  A  very  worldly  young  man  was  on  the  point 
of  death,  but  would  hear  nothing  of  God  nor  of  the 
ministry  of  a  priest.  One  of  his  acquaintances  who 
had  done  all  he  could  for  him,  but  in  vain,  came  to 
ask  counsel  of  Sister  Emilie.  “Have  holy  Mass 
offered  for  him  to-morrow  morning,”  she  said,  “  and 
invite  some  people  to  be  present.  Do  you  remain  by 
the  sick  man;  pray,  but  do  not  speak  to  him.”  Some 
young  girls  accepted  the  invitation  and  stayed  near 
Sister  Emilie  in  the  choir  during  the  Mass.  At  the 
Consecration  she  opened  the  little  grating  and  knelt 
in  adoration.  After  the  Elevation  of  the  Sacred  Host 
she  turned  to  one  of  the  girls  with  the  words : 
“  Agnes,  we  have  been  heard.”  The  girl  was  deeply 
moved,  and  after  the  Mass  she  hastened  to  the  bedside 
of  the  dying  man.  At  the  door  of  the  house  she  met 
his  friend  who  told  her  that  the  sick  man  was  asking 
for  a  priest. 

‘‘Oh,  that  I  could  let  all  men  know,  ”  was  the  cry  of 
Sister  Emilie,  “  how  exceedingly  lovingly  my  beloved 
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Saviour  receives  sinners  who  repent  and  confide  in 
him  !”  Jesus  himself  had  shown  her  in  a  vision  how 
the  divine  justice  allows  itself  to  be  appeased.  On 
the  Feast  of  the  Finding  of  the  Cross  she  saw  in  an 
immeasurable  space  a  countless  crowd  of  men  stained 
with  every  sort  of  sin  and  the  divine  justice  ready  to 
annihilate  them.  Earnestly  she  prayed  to  our  Lord  : 
“Thou  alone  canst  save  these  unhappy  souls;  have 
mercy  on  them  or  I  shall  die  of  grief.”  Then  she  saw 
our  Lord  near  her  and  she  repeated  her  prayer  with 
the  greatest  confidence.  She  was  heard,  for  she  saw 
blood  from  the  Wound  in  his  Sacred  Heart  poured 
out  over  the  wretched  creatures.  There  was  no  longer 
anything  terrible  in  God’s  justice  before  which  she 
had  been  trembling.  Her  joy  was  now  as  great  as  her 
grief  had  been.  When  she  came  to  herself  after  her 
rapture  and  was  once  more  in  her  natural  state,  she 
had  an  unspeakable  longing  for  the  salvation  of  souls 
and  a  boundless  confidence  in  the  infinite  kindness  of 
our  Saviour  which  would  enable  her  to  obtain  the  con¬ 
version  of  many  sinners.  After  this  she  felt  a  still 
more  tender  love  for  sinners,  and  would  gladly  have 
given  herself  up  for  each  one  of  them.  “  Oh,  that  all 
might  know  my  good  Lord  and  Master,  might  serve 
him  and  love  him,”  she  cried.  “  Thanks  be  to  him  a 
thousand  times  for  having  taken  unworthy  me  into 
his  service.” 

Because  the  Superior  had  drawn  her  supernatural 
zeal  for  souls  from  the  merciful  Heart  of  the  Re¬ 
deemer  her  apostolate  was  so  richly  blessed  among 
Daughters  of  the  Cross  and  Nursing  Sisters,  among 
the  poor  and  the  sick,  among  souls  aiming  at  perfec¬ 
tion  and  among  poor  sinners. 


CHAPTER  XIX 


HOMEWARD  BOUND 
(1859) 

SISTER  EMILIE  had  repeatedly  expressed  her 
longing  to  go  to  the  Mother  House  in  order  to 
see  once  more  her  deeply  venerated  Superior 
General,  Mother  Marie  Th6r£se.  Indescribable  was 
her  joy  when  in  September,  1858,  her  wish  was  at 
length  realised.  In  her  last  letter  to  the  Mother 
General  she  gives  an  account  of  her  return  journey 
and  expresses  her  thanks  for  all  the  kindness  of  which 
she  felt  herself  so  unworthy. 

She  paid  her  last  short  visit  to  the  chapel  of  the 
Mother  House  during  Compline,  while  the  Nunc 
Dimittis  was  being  sung.  Lord,  now  lettest  thou 
thy  servant  depart  in  peace.  Did  the  thought  come 
to  her  then  in  this  chapel  in  which  she  had  conse¬ 
crated  herself  to  God  on  the  day  of  her  Profession, 
that  the  evening  of  her  life  was  at  hand  and  that  it 
would  soon  be  drawing  to  a  close? 

“  Come,  sweet  death,  so  that  I  may  offend  my  good 
Lord  and  Master  no  longer.”  In  these  words  three 
years  before  on  the  occasion  of  her  final  vows  she  had 
given  voice  to  the  yearnings  of  her  soul.  “  I  am 
pining  away  with  longing  and  desire  for  my  beloved 
Saviour  and  also  for  death  which  is  the  gate  that  will 
open  to  me  the  way  home  from  exile,  to  my  sole  and 
highest  Good,  to  my  divine  Bridegroom.  My  beloved 
Saviour,  let  me  no  longer  live  far  away  from  thee ; 
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have  pity  on  me  1  Everything  is  so  empty  and 
desolate  for  me.  For  thee,  O  Jesus,  my  heart  is  yearn¬ 
ing  day  and  night.” 

This  ardent  desire  continued  to  increase.  A  year 
before  her  death  she  acknowledged  to  her  director  : 
“  At  times  my  longing  for  God  is  so  great  that  it 
seems  to  me  as  if  my  panting  soul  would  be  freed 
from  its  prison,  but — oh,  the  pain  of  it — it  is  not  so. 
The  exile  must  still  pine  in  this  dry  and  barren  life. 
At  times  I  ask  myself  what  I  am  doing  here.  It  seems 
to  me  that  I  cannot  go  on  living  any  longer.” 

Our  Saviour  had  been  training  his  faithful  spouse 
for  so  long  in  the  school  of  suffering  that  three  months 
later,  in  October,  1858,  he  showed  himself  to  her  as 
he  rested  in  her  soul.  He  called  her  his  spouse,  and 
said  :  “  Now  you  are  all  mine  and  I  am  all  yours.” 
At  the  same  moment  all  created  things  disappeared 
and  she  lost  herself  in  blissful  rapture  in  him,  her 
Sovereign  Good. 

The  day  was  drawing  near  when  her  thirst  for  the 
eternal  union  would  be  quenched.  Jesus,  the  divine 
Bridegroom,  stood  constantly  before  her  soul.  She 
had  followed  him  faithfully  in  his  hidden  life  in  the 
quiet  days  in  the  Mother  House  and  in  the  novitiate 
at  Aspel.  She  had  followed  him  faithfully  in  the  toil 
and  labour  of  his  public  life  when  he  went  about  doing 
good,  working  among  the  poor  and  the  children,  the 
sick  and  the  wretched,  helping,  consoling,  cheering, 
teaching,  and  leading  them  to  God.  She  had  received 
a  generous  share  of  the  calumnies,  contempt,  and 
insults  that  were  his  portion.  Now  the  Daughter  of 
the  Cross  was  to  follow  him  still  more  closely  on  the 
blood-stained  Way  of  the  Cross,  weighed  down  by 
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a  superabundance  of  physical  torments  and  even 
greater  interior  sufferings.  In  her  last  illness  she  was 
allowed  to  share  in  the  pain  of  the  Crown  of  Thorns 
and  in  the  desolation  of  our  Lord  on  Calvary. 

On  October  27,  1858,  she  wrote  of  her  exceedingly 
great  longing  for  suffering,  and  as  she  so  fervently 
begged  our  Lord  to  grant  it  to  her,  she  heard  as  his 
last  spoken  word  to  her  here  on  earth  the  assurance 
that  her  desire  would  be  fulfilled. 

On  the  First  Sunday  in  Advent  came  the  fulfilment 
of  the  promise.  We  have  spoken  in  an  earlier  chapter 
of  the  boundless  anguish  of  soul  and  of  the  terrible 
conflict  which  this  true  follower  of  our  Crucified  Lord 
had  to  endure  during  the  last  months  of  her  life, 
lightened  by  no  ray  of  interior  consolation.  In  addi¬ 
tion,  she  had  to  bear  a  great  increase  of  physical 
sufferings.  The  chief  of  these  was  an  agonising  pain 
in  the  head,  the  cause  of  which  remained  a  mystery 
to  the  doctors.  This  increased  to  such  an  extent  in 
ever  lengthening  attacks  that  she  nearly  lost  her 
senses. 

She  seems  to  have  been  drawing  a  sketch  of  her 
own  soul  when  during  the  first  months  of  her  heavy 
trial  she  wrote  to  console  a  Sister  : 

“  Dear  Sister,”  we  read  in  a  letter  dated  Decem¬ 
ber  18,  1858,  “  if  I  might,  I  would  envy  you  for  the 
hope  you  have  of  soon  leaving  this  valley  of  exile 
and  of  returning  to  our  dear  home,  there  to  be  for  ever 
united  to  our  divine  Bridegroom.  And  I,  I  submit 
myself  to  the  most  holy  and  most  lovable  will  of 
God,  and  bear  this  life  here  below  as  long  as  he 
pleases.  But,  dear  and  beloved  Sister  Cornelia,  do  not 
forget  me  before  God ;  I  will  pray  for  you  as  I  have 
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always  done  up  till  now,  and  may  God,  dearest  Sister, 
hide  you  now  and  in  the  hour  of  your  death  in  the 
Sacred  Wounds  of  the  good  and  merciful  Saviour, 
and  especially  in  his  divine  Heart.  I  do  not  need  to 
ask  you  how  you  are,  for  I  can  easily  imagine  that ; 
your  body  growing  weaker  and  continually  increasing 
in  suffering,  but  the  soul  becoming  freer,  ever  more 
detached  from  created  things,  ever  more  closely  united 
to  the  divine  Bridegroom.  Is  not  this  the  case?  Oh, 
how  precious  is  the  time  which  remains  to  us  of  living 
here  in  banishment !  I  am  sure  you  will  make  good 
use  of  it;  you  will  unite  your  will  always  more  per¬ 
fectly  with  the  will  of  God,  not  wishing  for  life  or 
death,  but  only  to  fulfil  the  most  holy,  most  adorable 
will  of  the  Heavenly  Father.  Now  in  Advent  you  are 
imitating  our  Lord  in  the  mystery  of  his  hiddenness, 
his  annihilation,  and  his  Passion.  In  this  state  you 
can,  like  the  Holy  Child,  every  moment  glorify  the 
Heavenly  Father  and  do  active  work  for  the  salvation 
of  souls.  What  an  effectual  prayer  holy  suffering  is  I 
How  much  power  it  has  with  God  on  behalf  of  poor 
sinners  !” 

Similar  thoughts  are  expressed  in  a  letter  written  in 
January,  1859  : 

“  Do  you  know  that  I  have  a  feeling  of  envy  for 
your  happiness  ?  To  be  for  so  long  a  time  fastened  to 
the  dear  Cross  of  Jesus,  and  to  be  so  closely  bound 
to  Jesus  Christ !  The  bride  of  the  Cross,  trained 
altogether  in  the  School  of  Love  of  the  Crucified 
Bridegroom ;  every  day  to  become  more  like  to  our 
beloved  divine  Master  !  At  every  moment  to  glorify 
God  in  the  most  perfect  manner  and  be  purified  in  the 
furnace  in  which  the  most  holy,  most  adorable  will 
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of  God  has  plunged  you,  to  approach  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  goal,  to  leave  this  land  of  exile,  and  to 
go  direct  to  Heaven  to  be  for  ever  united  to  the  divine 
Bridegroom  !  What  happiness  this  state  of  suffering 
gives  and  how  desirable  it  is  !  It  is  true  that  everyone 
of  us  in  the  state  in  which  God  has  placed  her  can 
have  all  these  graces,  for  Jesus  in  his  infinite  love 
offers  to  us  all  his  dear  Cross  with  all  the  advantages 
which  I  have  named.  But  since  our  good  Master  gives 
us  a  special  share  in  his  holy  Cross,  we  can  also  have 
a  special  share  in  the  fruits  of  his  Cross  which  will 
one  day  be  so  sweet.  Have  courage,  then,  and  deny 
him  nothing  who  has  given  us  so  much.  Let  us  love 
our  most  lovable  Redeemer,  who  has  loved  us  so  much 
and  in  the  excess  of  his  love  has  died  for  us  so  that 
we  may  live,  and  who  will  remain  with  us  here  in  the 
land  of  exile  and  give  himself  as  the  Food  of  our 
souls.  Glory  and  praise  and  thanks  be  to  him  for  all 
eternity.” 

When  Sister  Emilie  wrote  these  words  the  pain  in 
her  head  had  already  increased  till  it  was  almost  un¬ 
bearable.  In  spite  of  this,  it  was  only  unwillingly 
and  through  pressure  of  obedience  that  she  had  re¬ 
course  to  the  doctor.  All  the  remedies  he  employed, 
however,  were  unsuccessful. 

In  her  great  sufferings,  which  were  increased  by 
the  noise  in  the  street,  never  a  word  of  complaint 
passed  her  lips — only  “  Jesus,  Jesus,  Jesus,”  or  “  My 
Saviour,  my  Saviour,  have  mercy  on  me  !  My  Jesus  1” 
Her  Assistant  one  day  told  her  that  God  would 
certainly  have  heard  the  earnest  prayers  for  her  health 
if  she  herself  had  not  prayed  in  opposition  to  the 
Sisters.  She  replied  that  she  would  have  found  it  im- 
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possible  to  offer  even  one  Our  Father  in  order  to 
obtain  relief  from  her  suffering,  unless  she  had  been 
ordered  to  do  so  by  obedience. 

Six  weeks  before  our  Lord  took  home  his  faithful 
spouse,  the  doctor  himself  witnessed  one  of  her 
attacks,  which  now  followed  each  other  at  shorter  and 
shorter  intervals.  He  prescribed  the  most  complete 
rest  and  forbade  his  patient  again  to  leave  her  room. 
In  humble,  childlike  obedience  she  submitted  to  all 
he  required  without  making  any  comment.  To  the 
great  surprise  of  the  Sisters  and  of  her  confessor  she 
left  all  the  arrangement  of  the  house  to  her  Assistant 
as  if  she  were  no  longer  concerned  in  its  government. 
Indeed,  she  did  not  even  inquire  what  was  happening. 
When  the  Sister  who  was  nursing  her  remarked  that 
in  her  former  illnesses  she  had  devoted  so  much  care 
to  the  business  of  the  house,  the  Superior  answered 
that  she  was  quite  at  her  ease  about  it ;  her  only  duty 
was  to  obey — that  was  all  for  which  she  would  have  to 
give  an  account  to  God.  All  the  same,  she  received 
with  unfailing  patience  and  kindliness  all  the  Sisters 
who  came  to  her,  and  they  left  her  with  fresh  fervour 
to  give  everything  to  our  Lord.  “  She  guided  us  with 
a  mother’s  love  until  the  end,”  said  the  Sisters  after¬ 
wards;  “she  was  an  angel  of  comfort  to  us  all.” 

Everyone  was  happy  to  be  near  her.  Often  during 
her  illness  they  begged  the  infirmarian  to  leave  the 
door  of  the  sick-room  ajar  so  that  they  might  catch 
sight  of  the  face  of  their  Superior.  All  vied  with  one 
another  to  render  her  some  service,  and  so  to  be  near 
her  if  only  for  a  few  minutes.  They  used  frequently 
to  say  to  one  another  :  “  When  we  see  our  dear 
Superior  we  feel  we  are  looking  at  a  saint.”  They 
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were  all  deeply  edified  to  see  her  in  the  midst  of  her 
agonising  sufferings,  always  calm  and  full  of  resigna¬ 
tion  to  the  holy  will  of  God. 

Amid  nameless  interior  sufferings,  struggles,  tempta¬ 
tions,  and  intolerable  physical  pain,  Sister  Emilie,true 
Daughter  of  the  Cross  as  she  was,  now  was  given  a 
share  in  our  Lord’s  desolation  on  Calvary.  Suffering 
without  consolation,  suffering  pure  and  simple  as  our 
Saviour  had  borne  it — for  many  years  this  had  been 
the  ardent  desire  of  this  great  soul.  Now  her  wish 
was  fulfilled.  Even  when  in  the  excess  of  her  agony 
she  appeared  to  be  unconscious,  she  never  lost  the 
feeling  of  pain.  After  the  longest  and  most  violent 
attack  when  her  confessor  questioned  her  on  this 
point,  she  answered:  “  I  did  not  always  know  who 
was  standing  by  the  bed,  but  I  could  feel  the  pain 
quite  well,  and  I  did  not  wish  for  it  to  be  deadened, 
for  I  should  like  to  feel  it  in  all  its  entirety  and  all  its 
acuteness.  I  must  drain  the  chalice  to  the  dregs.” 

Four  days  before  she  died,  a  Sister  seeing  her 
terrible  pain  said  :  ‘‘I  wish  I  could  suffer  for  you  !” 
“  Child,”  replied  her  Superior,  “  let  the  dear  God  do 
as  he  wills.  He  knows  what  is  best.  Nature,  it  is  true, 
finds  suffering  hard,  but  it  is  precious  in  the  eyes  of 
God,  and  suffering  is  what  God  wills.” 

The  remedies  prescribed  by  the  doctor  served  only 
to  increase  her  pain.  After  almost  all  the  medicines 
sickness  followed,  accompanied  by  the  acutest  pain ; 
in  spite  of  that,  she  obeyed  most  minutely  all  the 
prescriptions  laid  down  by  the  doctor,  taking  joyfully 
the  most  evil-tasting  draughts ;  indeed,  she  was  not 
pleased  when  the  infirmarian,  in  order  to  spare  her, 
did  not  give  them  to  her  at  the  appointed  time. 
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The  doctor  next  tried  leeches  to  reduce  the  pressure 
of  the  blood  on  the  head,  and  so  to  alleviate  her  pain. 
They  were  applied  ten  or  twelve  times  till  about 
seventy  leeches  had  been  used,  and  till  her  head 
resembled  the  thorn-crowned  head  of  our  Lord. 
When  the  infirmarian  saw  the  patience  and  gentle¬ 
ness  of  her  patient  with  the  blood  streaming  down 
from  her  forehead,  she  could  not  help  thinking  that 
her  Superior,  on  account  of  her  great  love  for  our 
Lord  in  his  sacred  Passion,  was  being  allowed  to 
share  in  the  pain  caused  him  by  the  crowning  with 
thorns. 

When  her  condition  made  it  possible  Sister  Emilie 
omitted  none  of  the  usual  community  exercises.  At 
the  very  least,  she  had  the  morning  and  night  prayers 
read  aloud  to  her.  She  was  distressed  at  causing  so 
much  extra  work  for  the  Sisters.  She  repeatedly 
expressed  the  thought  that  she  was  a  useless  creature, 
nothing  but  a  burden  to  the  Sisters  and  to  the  convent. 
Yet  all  the  while  it  was  she  who  was  the  comfort  and 
support  of  all. 

On  the  feast  of  St  Joseph,  to  which  she  had  been 
looking  forward  with  pleasure,  she  spent  almost  the 
whole  day  without  pain.  As  she  felt  better  the  Sisters 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  come  into  her  room  during 
recreation,  and  to  this  their  Superior  gladly  con¬ 
sented.  It  was  for  the  last  time  that  she  saw  all 
gathered  round  her,  spoke  words  of  consolation  to 
them,  and  blessed  them.  But  no  one  suspected  that 
the  parting  was  to  be  final.  She  invited  the  Sisters  to 
come  one  by  one  to  see  her  on  the  following  day;  she 
would  soon  be  well  if  only  the  headaches  would  cease. 
Later,  a  Sister  read  aloud  to  her  the  points  for  a 
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meditation  on  our  Lord  in  the  Garden  of  Olives,  and 
at  the  end  expressed  a  wish  that  she  might  see  her 
faults  as  clearly  as  Jesus  saw  them  in  Gethsemani. 
“  We  know  enough  faults,”  said  Sister  Emilie,  “  if 
only  we  corrected  them  !  Jesus  carried  such  a  heavy 
cross,  let  us  gladly  carry  our  little  cross  after  him  and 
be  very  generous.” 

The  next  day  the  pain  increased  once  more  and 
continued  almost  without  a  break.  All  the  time,  how¬ 
ever,  she  showed  the  same  joy  and  resignation  that 
had  so  impressed  the  Sisters. 

The  day  of  her  death  was  a  day  of  General  Com¬ 
munion  for  the  Congregation.  Still,  as  she  had  been 
obliged  during  the  night  to  drink  a  little  water,  it 
was  not  thought  right  to  bring  her  Holy  Communion, 
for  her  state  was  not  yet  considered  dangerous. 
Between  eleven  and  twelve  two  doctors  visited  her ; 
they  did  not  believe  that  there  was  any  danger,  and 
agreed  to  try  a  new  treatment.  The  patient  really 
seemed  better  and  more  at  ease.  About,  two  o’clock 
she  had  her  linen  changed,  as  if  preparing  for  a 
journey,  and  expressed  once  more  her  sorrow  at  being 
obliged  to  ask  for  so  much  help.  Then  she  lay  down 
and  fell  into  a  gentle  sleep,  so  quiet  that  no  movement 
could  be  noticed.  All  present  thought  that  this  was  a 
good  sign.  They  carefully  kept  at  a  distance  anything 
that  would  be  likely  to  disturb  her,  and  rejoiced  over 
her  quiet  slumber.  But  when,  after  three  o’clock,  the 
infirmarian  approached  the  bedside  she  saw  to  her 
horror  that  the  pallor  of  death  had  overspread  the  face 
of  the  patient.  Hurriedly  they  called  for  the  Dean, 
who  was  close  at  hand,  and  he  and  Father  von  der 
Burg  entered  the  room  together.  The  Dean  anointed 
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her,  but  death  had  already  probably  taken  place. 
Without  the  slightest  agony,  without  a  movement  or 
a  sign  to  mark  the  moment  of  her  death,  Sister  Emilie 
had  given  up  her  soul  into  the  hands  of  God.  Long 
did  the  two  priests  stand  with  the  Sisters  by  the  bed¬ 
side  wavering  between  hope  and  fear  until  the  doctor 
arrived  and  settled  the  question  beyond  all  doubt. 

So,  on  March  21,  1859,  at  the  hour  in  which  our 
Saviour  expired  on  the  Cross,  Sister  Emilie  died,  in 
the  thirty-ninth  year  of  her  age,  and  the  fourteenth 
year  of  her  religious  life.  She  had  directed  the  house 
in  Diisseldorf  for  six  and  a  half  years. 

Sobbing  and  weeping,  the  Sisters  surrounded  the 
deathbed  of  their  Superior,  who  had  loved  them  like 
a  mother,  and  whom  they  revered  as  a  saint.  Now 
that  she  was  no  longer  with  them,  they  realised  for 
the  first  time  all  that  she  had  been  to  them  and  all 
that  they  had  lost  in  her.  In  the  hospital  the  patients 
wept,  and  nothing  would  console  them.  “  Mary, 
sorrowful  Mother  of  God,”  they  cried,  “give  our 
mother  back  to  us  !” 
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rpHE  sad  news  spread  quickly  through  the 
town.  “A  saint  is  dead,”  was  the  general 

A  verdict,  and  those  who  had  known  her  more 
intimately  felt  keenly  the  loss  they  had  sustained. 

On  the  following  day  there  began  a  sort  of  pilgrim¬ 
age  to  the  hospital  in  the  old  Carmelite  convent.  From 
morning  till  night  the  room  in  which  the  body  of 
Sister  Emilie  was  laid  was  not  left  empty ;  persons  of 
every  age  and  rank  came  in  numbers  to  pay  their  last 
tribute  of  love  and  veneration.  They  touched  the  body 
with  rosaries  and  medals,  and  begged  for  bits  of  her 
clothing,  guarding  them  as  treasures. 

For  the  crowds  who  knelt  and  prayed  by  the  corpse, 
death  had  no  terrors ;  they  felt  attracted  and  touched 
by  the  quiet  peace  on  the  pale  face,  and  they  did  not 
pray  for  her,  for  they  believed  that  she  was  in  no 
need  of  their  prayers.  Many,  indeed,  commended 
themselves  to  her,  for,  they  explained,  they  had  never 
felt  such  firm  confidence  in  the  intercession  of  a 
saint  as  they  now  did  when  begging  Sister  Emilie 
to  intercede  in  their  behalf.  Some  told  already  of 
the  graces  they  had  received  in  answer  to  their 
prayers. 

For  four  days  the  body  remained  unburied.  No 
sign  of  decomposition  could  be  seen.  A  sweet  and 
peaceful  expression  marked  her  features,  which  seemed 
to  grow  ever  more  lifelike,  and  the  doctor  was  asked 
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once  more  to  make  sure  whether  death  had  really 
taken  place. 

The  funeral  was  fixed  for  March  25.  All  the 
corridors  were  lined  with  mourners.  Six  Sisters 
carried  the  coffin  to  the  convent  door,  followed  by 
the  rest  of  the  community  bearing  lighted  candles, 
and  many  priests  accompanied  the  procession  to  the 
cemetery. 

At  the  graveside  Dean  Joesten  preached,  taking  as 
his  text  the  words  of  St  Paul  :  Though  our  outward 
man  is  corrupted,  yet  the  inward  man  is  renewed  day 
by  day  (2  Cor.  iv,  16).  The  sermon  was  a  magnificent 
panegyric  on  the  first  Superior  of  the  Daughters  of 
the  Cross  in  Diisseldorf.  He  could  not  bring  himself 
either  to  pray  for  her  or  to  ask  for  prayers  in  her 
behalf.  He  preached  also  at  the  Requiem  in  the  con¬ 
vent  chapel,  choosing  a  text  that  was  remarkable  on 
such  an  occasion  :  That  the  grace  abounding  through 
many,  may  abound  in  thanksgiving  unto  the  glory  of 
God.  Penetrated  with  a  holy  enthusiasm,  the  Dean  in 
his  sermon  could  not  thank  God  enough  for  having 
given  such  a  Superior  to  the  convent.  To  the  great 
astonishment  of  the  congregation,  he  announced  that 
he  was  going  to  celebrate  the  Office  of  the  Dead  in 
thanksgiving,  and  at  the  end  of  the  ceremony  he 
omitted  the  customary  prayer  for  the  repose  of  the 
departed  soul. 

This  reputation  of  sanctity  must  be  ascribed  solely 
to  the  life  of  heroic  virtue  she  had  led.  No  one  had  a 
suspicion  as  yet  of  the  extraordinary  mystical  graces 
of  her  interior  life ;  these  were  known  only  to  her  con¬ 
fessor.  When  at  length  he  divulged  his  secret,  her 
fame  was  spread  among  wider  circles.  Mother  Clare 
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Fey,  the  foundress  of  the  Sisters  of  the  Poor  Child 
Jesus,  and  Mother  Franziska  Schervier,  foundress  of 
the  Franciscans  of  Aix-la-Chapelle,  considered  them¬ 
selves  fortunate  in  receiving  one  of  her  letters  or  some 
similar  memento  that  they  could  keep  as  a  relic. 
Countess  Schmiessing  -  Kerssenbrock  wrote  to  the 
Sisters  in  1862  “  My  great  love  for  your  late  Sister 
Emilie,  who,  some  years  ago,  died  in  your  convent 
with  the  reputation  of  great  sanctity,  causes  me  to 
make  this  modest  request  for  a  single  little  keepsake 
which  I  will  treasure  as  a  sort  of  relic  of  this  blessed 
soul.” 

Her  confessor,  Rector  von  der  Burg,  set  to  work 
immediately  after  her  death  to  collect  from  all  who 
knew  Sister  Emilie  full  details  of  her  holy  life.  He 
would  not  rest,  either,  till  her  body  had  been  brought 
back  to  the  convent.  In  the  second  year  after  her 
death  he  had  her  grave  secretly  opened  in  the 
presence  of  the  Provincial  of  the  Franciscans,  of 
Sister  Gerhardine,  of  Sister  Anna,  and  of  a  trusted 
friend,  the  artist  Hengsbach.  In  the  report  to  Canon 
Habets,  we  read :  “  By  her  size  and  position  we 
could  recognise  Sister  Emilie.  There  was  not  the 
faintest  smell,  a  fact  which  struck  even  the  grave- 
diggers.  We  have  taken  away  a  piece  of  her  habit, 
the  cross  from  her  hand,  the  cross  round  her  neck,  and 
one  of  her  hands.  The  Father  Provincial,  who  honours 
Sister  Emilie  as  a  saint,  and  who  is  making  a  novena 
to  her,  has  taken  a  piece  of  her  habit,  and  he  must 
also  have  a  fragment  of  her  hand.  I  am  going, 
perhaps,  on  Monday  to  Cologne  to  see  whether  his 
Eminence  approves  of  our  applying  to  Berlin  for  the 
removal  of  the  body.” 
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The  royal  permission  was  duly  granted.  On 
January  14,  1862,  the  body  was  taken  from  the 
cemetery  back  to  the  convent,  and  on  the  following 
day  it  was  buried  in  the  vault.  To-day  her  mortal 
remains  rest  in  the  Carmelite  Church,  in  which  she 
had  so  often  watched  and  prayed. 

The  rector,  in  his  zeal  for  the  honour  of  his 
penitent,  had  the  letters  of  Sister  Emilie  printed  a 
year  after  her  death,  but,  on  account  of  the  obstacles 
that  had  been  placed  in  her  way  when  first  she  came 
to  Diisseldorf,  the  ecclesiastical  authorities  would  not 
allow  the  book  to  be  circulated  except  among  the 
Sisters;  the  painful  events  alluded  to  were  still  too 
recent,  and  the  persons  concerned  were  for  the  most 
part  still  alive. 

Although  the  letters  remained  private,  confidence 
in  the  power  of  Sister  Emilie’s  intercession  continued 
to  grow.  Rector  von  der  Burg  himself  had  been  the 
first  to  experience  in  an  extraordinary  manner  the 
power  of  her  prayer  about  three  years  before  her 
death.  In  1856  he  fell  seriously  ill,  and  the  doctors 
despaired  of  his  life.  Sister  Emilie  knew  this,  though 
the  Rector  did  not,  and  thinking  his  life  to  be  of 
more  value  than  her  own,  she  offered  hers  to  God  to 
obtain  his  cure.  The  good  priest  recovered,  contrary 
to  all  expectation,  and  after  three  short  years  Sister 
Emilie  was  called  upon  to  fulfil  her  part  and  to  give 
up  her  life. 

After  her  death  one  of  the  first  to  invoke  her  help 
was  Canon  Habets,  the  co-founder  of  the  Congrega¬ 
tion.  For  twelve  years  or  more  he  had  suffered  from  a 
disease  which  caused  him  great  mental  trouble  in 
addition  to  the  physical  pain.  All  the  remedies  he  had 


1 88  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

tried  were  unable  to  relieve  him.  In  this  state  of 
distress,  both  of  mind  and  of  body,  he  came  to 
Diisseldorf  about  a  week  after  the  death  of  Sister 
Emilie.  There  he  made  a  pilgrimage  to  her  grave  to 
entreat  her  to  obtain  for  him  the  cure  for  which  he 
had  so  long  prayed.  “To  the  greater  glory  of  God 
and  in  memory  of  Sister  Emilie,”  he  wrote  in  his 
deposition,  “  I  prayed,  with  full  confidence,  that  I 
should  obtain  this  grace  from  her,  for  I  was  con¬ 
vinced  that  she  was  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  happiness 
of  the  blessed.  My  confidence  was  not  deceived.  I 
was  delivered  from  this  misery.”  Although  firmly 
and  entirely  convinced  that  he  owed  this  grace  to  the 
intercession  of  Sister  Emilie,  he  waited  for  fourteen 
months,  and  then  only,  as  during  the  whole  time 
there  had  been  no  trace  of  his  former  malady,  did  he 
write  down  his  deposition,  which  is  dated  June  n, 
i860. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  sixties  application  was  made 
to  the  Archbishop  of  Cologne  for  the  ecclesiastical  in¬ 
vestigation  of  three  miraculous  cures  wrought  through 
the  intercession  of  Sister  Emilie.  A  maid  who  had 
been  in  service  in  the  convent  under  her  had  suffered 
for  years  from  a  very  painful  abscess  in  the  arm, 
which  the  doctors  called  cancerous.  Repeated  opera¬ 
tions  brought  only  temporary  relief.  “  In  July,  1864,” 
wrote  the  sick  girl,  “the  pain  was  so  great  that  I 
feared  I  should  have  to  lose  my  place.  With  child¬ 
like  trust  I  had  recourse  to  Mother  Emilie;  I  began  a 
novena  and  said  three  Paters  every  day.  When  the 
nine  days  were  over  my  arm  was  better.  I  kept  on 
with  my  prayers  and  thought  Mother  Emilie  must 
help  me ;  I  told  her  she  had  always  been  so  good  to 
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me.  Before  the  end  of  three  weeks  my  arm  was  com¬ 
pletely  cured,  and  up  till  now  I  have  not  had  the 
smallest  trouble  with  it.  No  heavy  work  is  any  diffi¬ 
culty  to  me.  I  am  firmly  convinced  that  I  owe  my 
health,  after  God,  to  Mother  Emilie.” 

Sister  Magdalena,  the  Assistant  in  the  Convent  of 
the  Daughters  of  the  Cross  in  Xanten,  was  unable 
to  work  on  account  of  a  serious  internal  complaint 
which  made  her  extremely  weak.  With  full  confidence 
in  the  intercession  of  her  holy  Sister  of  Diisseldorf 
she  began  a  novena.  “On  the  fourth  day,”  she  re¬ 
ports,  “  I  felt  a  sudden  disappearance  of  the  trouble, 
so  that  it  seemed  to  me  that  all  my  lost  strength  had 
been  all  at  once  restored.  An  unbelievable  feeling  of 
joy  overwhelmed  me;  the  sudden  change  seemed  to 
me  almost  impossible.  Up  to  the  present  day  I  have 
not  felt  the  least  trace  of  the  long-standing  disease.  I 
feel  no  loss  of  strength  when,  as  has  often  been  the 
case  of  late,  I  have  had  to  stay  up  for  three  nights 
on  end  with  sick  persons  in  the  town  and,  for  want 
of  time,  have  not  been  able  to  take  much  rest  during 
the  day.  Very  justly  I  ascribe  this  sudden  miraculous 
cure  to  the  intercession  of  our  holy  Sister  Emilie.” 

Another  Daughter  of  the  Cross  reports  a  cure  from 
Li&ge.  “  Since  April,  1859,  I  had  been  suffering  from 
laryngitis.  The  doctors  forbade  me  to  teach  or  to  sing 
at  all.  The  slightest  cold  and  even  speaking  out  loud 
affected  the  disease  adversely.  On  this  account  any 
improvement  in  my  state  lasted  usually  only  a  few 
days,  for  it  was  almost  impossible,  especially  in  the 
late  autumn,  to  avoid  all  causes  of  relapse.  Some  days 
after  All  Saints  my  throat  became  decidedly  worse. 
An  interior  impulse  urged  me  to  make  a  novena  to 
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ask  my  cure  of  our  Lord  through  the  intercession  of 
our  late  Sister  Emilie,  and  as  she  had  had  a  great 
devotion  to  the  Sacred  Wounds  of  our  Divine  Saviour, 
I  chose  them,  adding  the  words,  Holy  Sister  Emilie, 
pray  for  me.  This  prayer  I  often  repeated  during  the 
day.  In  spite  of  an  increase  of  pain  I  continued  the 
novena,  by  God’s  grace,  with  great  confidence  in  the 
intercession  of  our  departed  Sister  and  with  entire 
resignation  to  the  adorable  will  of  God.  On 
November  18,  at  the  close  of  the  novena,  as  I  re¬ 
ceived  Holy  Communion,  when  I  prayed  Jesus  Son 
of  David  have  mercy  on  me,  my  pain  ceased.  My 
voice  was  as  it  had  been  before  I  had  laryngitis,  and 
the  next  day  the  singing  of  the  Kyrie  of  a  Mass  gave 
me  no  pain  and  had  no  bad  effects.  Up  till  to-day  this 
happy  change  has  lasted,  although  draughts  and 
singing  and  loud  speaking  might  very  often  have 
caused  relapses.” 

It  appears  that  reports  of  these  three  cures  were  laid 
before  the  ecclesiastical  authorities  in  order  to  intro¬ 
duce  the  process  of  Beatification.  But  the  wars  of 
1866  and  1870  intervened  and  then  came  the  Kultur- 
kampf.  For  their  fidelity  to  their  faith,  bishops  and 
priests  were  imprisoned  or  were  obliged  to  go  into 
exile.  German  Catholics  had  to  devote  all  their  atten¬ 
tion  and  all  their  energies  to  protecting  the  Church 
of  Christ  and  their  holiest  possessions.  Thus  it  came 
about  that  she  who  in  Diisseldorf  had  been  commonly 
spoken  of  as  ‘‘The  Saint”  was  forgotten  by  all  but 
a  few  in  her  native  land.  Yet  the  example  of  her 
virtues  has  lost  nothing  of  its  compelling  power;  her 
ascetical  principles  are  no  less  important  to-day  than 
they  were  sixty  years  ago.  On  the  contrary,  amid  all 
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the  errors  of  modern  mysticism,  her  letters  show  what 
the  real,  genuine  mystical  life  is  and  on  what  ascetical 
foundations  it  is  based. 

On  February  16,  1862,  Father  Clemens,  the  Re- 
demptorist,  a  man  well  versed  in  the  spiritual  life, 
addressed  a  detailed  report  to  Rector  von  der  Burg, 
who  had  sent  him  a  copy  of  the  letters.  His  fellow- 
Religious,  Father  Krebs,  entirely  agreed  with  his 
views.  He  writes  : 

“  I  have  read  the  letters  of  the  deceased  Sister 
with  the  greatest  interest  and  with  inward  emotion. 
And  how  could  it  be  otherwise?  God  has  raised 
up  in  this  holy  soul  a  magnificent  monument  of 
his  greatest  graces  and  richest  mercies  :  memoriam 
fecit  mirabilium  suorum.  It  is  impossible  for 
me  to  pass  any  other  judgement  on  the  deceased 
than  that  she  is  a  great  saint  of  whom  one  may 
rightly  assume  that  she  passed  from  her  death-bed, 
or,  rather,  from  her  last  ecstasy  without  any  Purgatory, 
straight  to  the  Vision  of  the  Glory  of  God.  For  my 
part,  I  reverence  Emilie  as  a  great  saint,  and  I  am 
extremely  grateful  to  you  for  having  sent  me  a  bit 
of  one  of  her  letters,  which  I  shall  greatly  prize  as  a 
precious  relic.  Receive  also  my  heartiest  thanks  for 
the  copy  of  her  letters  through  which  I  have  given 
great  joy  to  the  nuns  of  the  Poor  Child  Jesus.  My 
judgement  appears  to  be  based  on  the  following 
grounds  : 

“  1.  First  of  all,  the  angelic  innocence  of  her  life  is 
as  safe  a  guarantee  as  one  can  have  for  the  possibility 
and  reality  of  the  great  graces  shown  her  by  our  Lord. 
Blessed  are  the  clean  of  heart,  for  they  shall  see  God. 
Want  of  purity  of  heart  in  the  fullest  extent  of  the 
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word  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  most  powerful 
obstacle  to  the  divine  communications  of  the  highest 
contemplation.  Here,  too,  there  was  no  obstacle. 

“2.  In  her  life  there  was,  without  any  doubt,  the 
sponsatio  (spiritual  espousals  with  Jesus).  That  in  her 
case  this  was  neither  imagination  nor  delusion  is  clear 
from  the  splendid  effects  that  followed  it.  Anyone 
who  has  studied  mysticism  knows  that  the  spiritual 
espousals  form  one  of  the  highest  steps  of  sanctity 
that  can  be  reached  on  earth. 

“  3.  We  even  find  in  her  life  a  sort  of  transverb eratio 
cordis  (piercing  of  the  heart),  similar  to  that  in 
the  life  of  St  Teresa.  This  also  is  a  sublime  grace 
which  sets  a  seal  on  the  sanctity  of  the  Servant  of 
God. 

“4.  She  evidently  practised  virtue  in  an  heroic 
degree,  and  this  would  certainly  be  established  by  a 
juridical  process.  The  letters  bear  honourable  testi¬ 
mony  of  this. 

“5.  The  circumstances  of  her  death  and  what 
followed  it  are,  in  fine,  a  striking  witness  of  the 
sanctity  of  the  Servant  of  God. 

“  A  biography  of  Sister  Emilie,  that  should  appear 
as  soon  as  possible,  would  be  most  valuable,  and  it 
would  give  me  the  greatest  pleasure  to  read  it.  All 
steps  should  now  be  taken  that  are  necessary  for  the 
introduction  of  the  Cause  of  Canonisation.  Our  Lord 
wants  candles  to  be  placed  in  candlesticks  and  not 
hidden  away  in  cellars.  What  a  glorious  monument 
the  canonisation  of  Emilie  would  be  !  .  .  .  A  saint 
in  the  midst  of  the  extreme  depravity  of  the  modern 
world  !  A  saint  gifted  with  the  highest  contemplation 
in  a  very  active  Congregation  !” 


CONCLU  SION 


193 

The  desire  of  this  good  Father  has  at  last  been 
realised,  since  the  preliminary  steps  towards  the 
Cause  of  Beatification  have  now  been  taken,  the 
Ecclesiastical  Tribunal  meeting  for  the  first  time  in 
Aix-la-Chapelle  in  the  autumn  of  1926. 
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1854- 

Reverend  Father, 

Since  out  of  consideration  for  me  you  allow 
me  to  make  known  the  state  of  my  soul  to  you  in 
writing-,  I  am  making  use  of  this  permission,  as  I 
always  find  it  very  hard  to  do  so  orally.1  As  I  am 
thoroughly  determined  in  what  concerns  myself,  not 
to  follow  in  any  way  my  own  knowledge  and  insight, 
I  will,  with  the  grace  of  God,  express  myself  as  clearly 
and  plainly  as  possible.  You  will  then  recognise  what 
is  good  and  what  is  not  good,  what  is  from  God  and 
what  is  from  myself,  and  then  I  can  trust  my  soul 
entirely  to  you. 

My  interior  state,  as  I  have  already  told  you,  does 
not  always  remain  the  same.  There  are  days  when, 
on  awaking  in  the  morning,  I  feel  a  great  yearning 
for  God ;  generally  this  yearning  grows  and  increases 
with  every  hour.  It  seems  to  me  that  there  can  be  no 
greater  spiritual  pain  ;  frequently  I  seem  to  be  faint¬ 
ing  with  it,  but  this  is  only  momentary.2  The  tears 
I  shed  when  in  this  state  are  hot  tears  of  longing. 

Till  now,  when  in  this  condition,  I  have  found 
nothing  which  could  afford  me  the  least  pleasure  or 
give  me  the  smallest  relief.  When  the  dear  God  en¬ 
lightens  my  understanding  or  otherwise  communicates 
himself  to  my  soul,  there  is  an  increase  of  this  longing 
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for  God,  the  Supreme  Good,  but  the  suffering  is  also 
increased  at  the  same  time.  It  becomes  very  difficult 
for  me  to  speak  to  people,  but  it  does  not  affect  my 
condition,  neither  do  my  ordinary  occupations  ;  before 
and  after  I  find  myself  in  a  boundless  desert.  I  think 
that  this  state  is  of  use  to  my  soul ;  it  serves  to  strip 
me  more  and  more  of  all  that  is  created  and,  I  think, 
of  myself  as  well.  I  believe  if  worldly  persons  who 
care  only  for  riches,  honour,  etc.,  were  even  for  one 
day  in  such  a  state  they  would  in  future  be  disgusted 
with  these  things  and  think  no  more  about  them 
(riches,  honour,  etc.).  Although  the  soul’s  sufferings 
are  indescribable,  one  would  not  wish  to  be  freed  from 
them  except  by  death,  in  order  to  be  united  for  ever 
to  the  object  of  one’s  ardent  longing.  I  said  that  when 
I  am  like  this  nothing  gives  me  relief  or  joy,  but  then 
nothing,  on  the  other  hand,  gives  me  pain.3 

On  other  days — and  for  some  time  now  this  has 
been  almost  the  usual  thing  with  me — there  is  such 
deep  peace  and  recollection  in  my  soul  that  neither 
conversation  with  different  persons  or  on  different 
subjects,  nor  outward  occupations,  have  any  power  to 
disturb  it.  In  this  state  I  recognise  that  I  can  raise 
myself  to  God  through  everything,  and,  indeed,  every¬ 
thing  serves  but  to  unite  me  more  closely  to  him ;  at 
least  it  seems  to  me  that  this  is  the  case. 

I  am  also  no  longer  so  timorous  and  shy  since  I  see 
everything  in  God.  I  think  I  could  speak  with 
emperors  and  kings  and  remain  just  as  calm  as  if  I 
were  talking  to  a  beggar.  Sometimes,  like  to-day, 
together  with  this  peace  of  soul  I  have  so  great  an 
interior  joy  that  it  becomes  hard  for  me  to  hide  it ;  I 
must  then  watch  carefully  over  my  words,  otherwise 
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I  should,  unintentionally,  make  known  through  them 
what  is  passing  within  me.  I  should  like  everybody 
to  know,  yes  and  to  let  them  taste,  how  immeasurably 
loving  and  kind  the  dear  God  is ;  I  should  like  to  pro¬ 
claim  this  aloud  to  all.  It  grieves  me  then  (but  this 
pain  does  not  disturb  my  happiness)  to  think  and  to 
see  that  so  many  people  do  not  know  and  do  not  want 
to  know  God,  the  most  loving  Father,  and  Jesus 
Christ,  the  divine  Redeemer,  and  others  who  do 
know  him  nevertheless  withstand  his  love.  If  I  am  in 
this  state  and  have  to  go  to  the  chapel  for  a  spiritual 
exercise,  I  am  hardly  able  to  do  what  I  desire.  I  feel 
myself  so  powerfully  drawn  to  God  that  I  must  be  quite 
absorbed  in  him.  My  soul  then  enjoys  in  God,  its 
Sovereign  Good,  unspeakable  delight  and  bliss.  This 
joy  is  often  so  great  that  I  am  not  strong  enough  to 
bear  it,  or  I  believe  I  am  not.  I  tell  the  dear  God 
then  that  he  is  letting  me  taste  of  too  much  joy,  and  in 
my  blissful  intoxication  I  beg  him  to  give  others  a 
share.  I  can  only  feel  what  I  experience ;  I  cannot  ex¬ 
press  it  or  explain  it  to  others.4  Often  I  can  scarcely 
believe  that  it  is  I  myself  and  that  all  this  is  passing 
in  my  ungrateful  and  faithless  soul. 

I  should  like  to  make  clear  to  you  now  how  much 
I  have  to  fight  while  in  this  state ;  it  is  sometimes  im¬ 
possible  for  me  to  make  use  of  a  book  or  to  say  the 
rosary.  When  one  is  drunk  with  sleep,  as  the  saying 
is,  and  really  wants  to  pray  or  to  meditate,  one  will 
have  to  fight  all  the  time  against  sleep,  but,  even  with 
the  best  of  wills,  will  not  be  able  to  pray.  It  is  some¬ 
thing  like  this  with  me  :  I  fight  against  this  entranc¬ 
ing  sleep,  but  cannot  manage  to  pray  otherwise.  The 
readier  I  am  to  renounce  this  joy  in  order  to  pray  as 
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you  wish,  the  more  I  am  overpowered  by  it.  The 
same  thing-  happens  when  I  pray  the  dear  God  to  let 
me  bear  for  the  love  of  him  interior  desolation,  etc. 
Sometimes  at  the  beginning  of  my  prayer  I  find 
myself  in  this  state  and  acknowledge  that  I  deserve 
such  food  as  this  and  that,  so  long  as  I  do  not  offend 
the  good  God,  I  am  willing  to  remain  always  like 
this,  then  suddenly  I  feel  myself  enraptured  with  the 
greatest  joy.  Oh,  if  all  those  who  seek  their  pleasure 
in  worldly  things,  who  are  still  attached  to  empty 
earthly  goods  and  love  them,  if  they  could  only  once 
draw  near  this  unspeakably  gentle  and  loving  Lord, 
or  better,  if  they  could  be  drawn  to  him  by  such  an 
overwhelming  love,  they  would  be  his  for  ever ;  they 
would  want  only  to  love  him  and  to  be  able  to  love 
him  more. 

If  I  am  in  this  state  I  can  fear  nothing ;  I  cannot 
doubt  for  a  moment  that  all  comes  from  God  and  that 
he  is  working  in  my  soul.  When  I  am  in  a  natural 
state,  fear  and  dread  come  upon  me  and  increase  as 
I  think  of  my  unfaithfulness  and  my  sins.  When  I 
am  enjoying  this  indescribable  joy  in  my  God,  even 
the  thought  of  my  sins  only  increases  it,  since  my 
soul  at  the  sight  of  her  own  wretchedness  perceives 
all  the  more  clearly  the  boundless  goodness  of  God, 
and  this  perception  increases  its  happiness.  My  fear 
increases  also  when  others,  whose  opinion  I  rightly 
prefer  to  my  own,  tell  me  that  all  this  is  a  trick  of 
human  nature  or  of  the  evil  one  and  so  is  all  illusion. 
When  I  am  in  this  fear  and  anguish  I  must  unburden 
my  heart,  (I  feel  my  own  weakness  and  powerlessness 
in  this — that  I  cannot  bear  either  very  great  joy  or 
great  spiritual  pain ;  I  do  not  think  I  could  bear  either 
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without  special  support).  I  cannot  do  this  to  any 
human  being,  and  do  not  wish  to ;  I  fly  to  my  beloved 
Saviour,  I  humble  myself  before  him  and  pour  out 
my  soul  to  him.  I  implore  him  never  to  allow  me  to 
live  in  illusion  and  tell  him  I  wish  to  belong  to  him 
alone.  My  beloved  Saviour  then  speaks  to  my  un¬ 
worthy  soul  in  such  a  consoling  and  loving  way  that 
I  suddenly  pass  over  from  sorrow  and  anguish  to  joy 
and  peace  and  shed  an  abundance  of  sweet  tears.  It 
seems  to  me  then  that  I  am  nearer  to  my  beloved 
Saviour  than  ever :  I  cannot  withdraw  from  him,  and 
no  sort  of  occupation  makes  me  do  so. 

I  must  tell  you  also  of  another  state  in  which  I 
sometimes  find  myself.  Before  the  eyes  of  my  soul  I 
have  the  exceeding  goodness  and  love  of  God  for  me 
and  my  sins,  infidelities,  and  ingratitude,  and  nothing 
is  able  to  remove  or  to  blur  this  picture  and  this  know¬ 
ledge  ;  on  the  contrary,  everything  I  see  and  hear 
serves  only  to  set  it  before  me  in  a  clearer  light.  This 
state  is  a  bitter-sweetness  or  a  sweet-bitterness.  The 
sufferings  of  the  soul  are  very  great,  but  not  without 
great  sweetness.5  On  such  days  I  weep  much  no 
matter  how  I  try  to  force  myself  not  to  do  so.  A  soft  life 
such  as  the  one  I  lead  is  then  almost  unbearable  to  me.  I 
think  if  at  these  times  I  could  do  as  I  wished,  I  should 
perhaps  go  too  far.  What  people  generally  find  bitter 
and  distasteful,  I  then  find  sweet  and  pleasant,  and 
what  they  find  sweet  and  pleasant  is  bitter  and  dis¬ 
tasteful  to  me.  How  I  envy  then  the  holy  penitents 
and  martyrs  who  could  suffer  so  much  for  Jesus,  the 
Crucified  Saviour  !  I  then  long  with  all  my  heart  to 
suffer.  If  God  in  his  mercy  sent  me  suffering,  it  is  a 
question  whether  I  should  bear  it  bravely,  or  my  be- 
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loved  Saviour  with  his  strength  would  have  to  be  with 
me  and  in  me. 

I  have  now  told  you  something  of  what  goes  on  in 
me.  It  is  so  confused,  however,  that  I  do  not  know 
if  you  will  understand  it.  If  not,  you  will  question 
me,  will  you  not  ?  If  I  have  said  more  than  necessary, 
please  tell  me  so.  I  am  so  stupid  about  describing  the 
state  of  my  soul  that  perhaps  I  am  saying  what  I 
should  keep  silence  about,  and  am  silent  about  what 
I  ought  to  say ;  besides,  I  cannot  express  myself 
clearly  and  concisely. 

I  have  still  one  more  request.  Do  not  get  tired  of 
me  and  do  not  spare  me.  I  do  so  want  to  die  to 
myself,  so  that  Jesus,  my  beloved  Saviour,  alone  may 
live  in  me.  You,  more  than  anyone,  can  help  me  to 
do  this,  and  you  will  do  so,  I  beg  of  you  once  more. 
If  I  still  often  make  use  of  excuses,  which  by  the  help 
of  grace  I  am  determined  not  to  do,  then  think  that 
it  is  only  a  fool  who  is  doing  it,  for,  indeed,  that  is 
what  I  am  when  I  do  this.  May  the  Lord  God  and 
those  who  here  take  his  place  for  me,  not  spare  me 
in  this  world  so  that  I  may  be  spared  in  eternity. 

In  the  hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary, 

Your  obedient  daughter, 

Sister  Emilie. 


1854- 

When  you  had  the  goodness  to  ask  me  several  days 
ago  how  I  liked  the  Life  of  St  Teresa  you  perhaps 
noticed  my  embarrassment.  I  must  confess  that  the 
reading  of  it  has  made  a  great  impression  on  me.  I 
was  glad  that  the  weather  did  not  allow  me  to  read 
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in  the  garden,  for  I  could  not  have  wept  there  un¬ 
disturbed.6 

Never  had  I  seen  in  so  clear  a  light  the  many  and 
peculiar  graces  that  God,  in  his  boundless  goodness, 
has  been  giving  me  for  many  years.  I  should  almost 
be  inclined  to  say  that  our  Lord  has  pursued  me  with 
his  graces.  At  the  same  time  I  recognise  my  ingrati¬ 
tude  and  disobedience.  I  can  in  truth  say  :  “  O  God, 
thou  art  always  so  good  to  me  and  I  always  treat 
thee  so  badly!” 

Reverend  Father,  it  is  easier  for  you  to  imagine 
wrhat  passes  in  my  heart  at  such  reflections  than  it  is 
for  me  to  tell  you. 

If  the  good  God  wishes  it,  I  will  presently  tell  you 
something  that  will  fill  you  with  wonder  at  the 
exceedingly  great  love  and  kindness  of  God  to  me, 
a  miserable  creature.  I  have  especially  much  to  repent 
of  since  the  dear  God  has  led  me  in  this  way.  Do  not 
excuse  me,  as,  unfortunately,  several  others  have  done 
when  I  acknowledge  my  guilt. 

Believe  me,  my  soul  was  very  poor  and  sick  the 
first  time  that  I  made  my  confession  to  you,  but  you 
will  have  seen  that  yourself.  My  work  was  vivified  by 
no  interior  spirit,  or  by  very  little.  The  angel  might 
have  made  to  me  the  same  reproof  as  to  the  bishop  : 
I  find  your  works  empty  before  my  God.  I  was 
exteriorly  distracted — what  wonder  when  I  no  longer, 
or  but  seldom,  heard  the  voice  of  my  beloved  Saviour 
and  when  interior  prayer  had  lost  its  charm  for  me. 
Oh,  God  !  If,  then,  when  I  was  in  so  wretched  a  state, 
thou  hadst  called  me  out  of  the  world,  what  would 
have  become  of  my  poor  soul  ? 

I  was  accused,  as  you  know,  of  many  faults  which 


204  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

I  had  not  committed.  I  did  not  mind  very  much,  for 
I  knew  well  that  if  I  had  not  offended  God  on  these 
points,  I  had  committed  other  faults  unknown  to 
anyone. 

For  many  years  already  I  have  been  convinced  that 
my  divine  Saviour  wished  me  to  belong  to  him  with¬ 
out  any  reserve  whatever,  and  to  give  myself  up  to 
him  entirely.  My  strongest  and,  I  think,  my  only 
wish  was  to  do  so,  for  it  was  only  the  thought  that 
in  the  world  I  could  not  belong  entirely  and  un- 
dividedly  to  my  Jesus  that  induced  me  to  leave  my 
parents  and  brothers  and  sisters,  whom  perhaps  I 
loved  too  much,  and  who  loved  me  most  tenderly.  In 
those  days  I  did  not  think  that  there  was  any  danger 
for  me  in  the  world ;  besides,  I  had  the  opportunity 
of  doing  much  good  in  it  and  could  follow  my  own 
wishes  and  desires  in  it  in  everything.  Wherever  I 
went  I  was  esteemed  and  loved  by  rich  and  poor,  by 
good  and  bad;  people  had  confidence  in  me.  I  could 
have  won  many  hearts  for  the  good  God.  God  in  his 
infinite  love  made  me  count  all  this  as  nothing;  I 
found  my  joy  only  in  intercourse  with  him.  I  had  to 
surmount  almost  insuperable  obstacles,  but  Jesus  and 
Mary  supported  me  visibly  and  brought  me  within 
these  sacred  walls.  Reverend  Father,  forgive  me  for 
mixing  everything  up,  as  it  seems  to  me;  I  went 
further  in  my  writing  than  at  the  time  I  had  intended. 

How  often  have  I  wounded  and  grieved  the  Heart 
of  my  divine  Spouse ;  and  yet  he  has  not  grown  tired 
of  me  !  Oh,  the  love,  long-suffering,  and  mercy  of  my 
God  !  Would  it  be  possible  for  me  even  now  to  forget 
them  ? 

As  I  have  already  told  you,  God  gave  me  great  con- 
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fidence  in  you.  Your  words  made  a  deep  impression 
on  my  soul.  I  could  have  straightway  confided  my 
soul  to  you.  Since  I  have  been  able  to  speak  freely  to 
you,  I  have  made  myself  known  as  I  know  myself. 
You  know  the  rest.  At  present  my  inner  state  is  the 
same  as  that  described  in  my  last  letter. 

But  I  feel  a  deep  pain  on  account  of  my  sins  and 
ingratitude,  and  a  still  greater  desire  to  annihilate 
myself,  so  that  it  may  be  no  longer  I  that  live,  but 
Jesus  in  me.  It  seems  to  me  that  I  do  not  know  what 
I  should  not  wish  to  suffer  out  of  love  for  my  divine 
Saviour.  As  far  as  my  physical  sufferings  are  con¬ 
cerned,  I  thank  the  good  God  heartily  for  them ;  with¬ 
out  suffering  I  could  not  live  now.  I  beg  you, 
Reverend  Father,  for  the  love  of  Jesus  and  Mary, 
to  allow  me  to  leave  off  consulting  the  doctor.  For  the 
last  five  years  I  have  frequently  applied  to  different 
doctors,  and  my  condition  is  always  the  same.  The 
soul  always  suffers  when  one  pays  some  attention  to 
the  body,  and  one  does  this  only  too  easily  when  one 
is  obliged  to  take  care  of  oneself. 

Please  allow  me  also  to  mix  fine  ashes  or  some 
harmless  bitter  powder  in  my  food  and  drink, 
especially  when  it  is  something  I  like. 

After  I  have  committed  a  fault  I  often  feel  myself 
drawn  in  an  especially  tender  way  to  my  divine 
Saviour,  who,  as  it  seems  to  me,  is  all  the  same  still 
resting  in  my  heart.  Ought  I,  then,  not  to  be  afraid 
to  draw  near  to  him  with  confidence  ?  Would  it  not  be 
better  for  me  to  weep  at  his  feet? 

I  fear  also  at  times  that  I  am  too  familiar  with  Mary. 
Since  I  left  my  mother  for  the  love  of  Jesus,  I  have 
felt  constantly  the  tenderest  and  most  childlike  love 
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for  Mary,  and  she  has  shown  herself  to  me  as  a  loving 
Mother.  Often  I  should  like  for  hours  on  end  to 
repeat  the  sweet  name  of  Mary,  and  then  I  am  in¬ 
expressibly  happy. 

Every  day  it  is  becoming  harder  for  me  to  hold 
intercourse  with  people  and  to  occupy  myself  with 
worldly  things;  it  is  only  the  love  of  Jesus  that  makes 
it  possible  for  me  to  overcome  myself  in  this  respect. 
However,  I  am  quite  ready  to  do  it  as  often  and  for 
as  long  as  my  duty,  and  therefore  God  himself, 
require  it  of  me.7 

Reverend  Father,  in  telling  you  this  I  have  the 
honest  desire  of  making  myself  known  to  you .  Perhaps 
I  have  said  too  much,  and  what  was  not  worth  your 
spending  your  valuable  time  in  reading.  I  beg  you, 
tell  me  so  quite  frankly  so  that  I  may  do  better.  I 
have  still  one  more  request.  Be  so  kind  as  to  burn  this 
letter  and  the  other,  too,  if  you  have  not  already  done 
so.  What  I  tell  you  either  in  person  or  in  writing  is 
for  yourself  alone,  is  it  not,  Reverend  Father?  I 
should  be  too  ashamed  and  should  not  be  able  to 
speak  openly  to  you  any  more  if  I  feared  it  were 
not  so. 


1854. 

This  week  I  have  had  to  fight  very  hard.  I  often 
feel  as  if  I  must  succumb  to  the  rapture  and  the  pain, 
the  rapture  given  me  by  my  Saviour,  and  the  pain 
aroused  in  me  by  the  ardent  yearning  after  the  perfect 
possession  of  and  complete  union  with  my  divine 
Bridegroom.  It  often  seems  as  if  my  heart  would 
break  and  my  longing  soul  would  leave  the  body. 
Everything,  everything  apart  from  my  beloved 
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Saviour,  is  so  empty,  so  barren,  so  void.  Only  at 
the  feet  of  my  Saviour  when  I  can  give  myself  up 
entirely  to  him  does  my  soul  find  peace,  for  then  it 
is  reposing  in  the  object  of  its  love. 

It  is  often  difficult,  very  difficult,  for  me  to  occupy 
myself  with  temporal  and  exterior  things.  What  shall 
I  do,  Reverend  Father  ?  If  for  several  hours  I  succeed 
in  withstanding  my  beloved  Saviour  and  in  repress¬ 
ing  my  ardent  longing  for  him,  it  only  becomes 
stronger  and  I  give  in.  Physical  sufferings,  practices 
of  penance,  and  the  pain  caused  me  by  others,  so  long 
as  the  dear  God  is  not  offended,  are  a  relief  to  my 
suffering  soul.  Reverend  Father,  have  pity  on  me  and 
give  me  leave  for  some  time  not  to  resist  my  beloved 
Saviour,  and  to  give  myself  up  entirely  to  him ; 
perhaps  my  poor  soul  will  find  peace  and  calm,  and 
I  shall  be  able  to  fulfil  my  duties  with  less  distraction. 
Formerly  I  should  never  have  thought  that  the  soul 
could  feel  so  much  pain. 


1854. 

I  feel  obliged  to  tell  you  something  with  reference 
to  a  fault  of  which  I  shall  have  to  accuse  myself  to-day 
in  confession.  I  thought  to  myself,  and  I  said  to  the 
good  God:  “If  only  I  had  never  come  to  Diissel- 
dorf  !”  I  know  very  well  that  this  is  no  light  fault, 
for  it  was  almost  like  reproaching  the  dear  God  for 
having  brought  me  here,  because  I  am  certain  that  it 
is  the  most  holy  will  of  God  that  I  should  be  here. 
You  also  have  told  me  that  it  was  good  for  me  to  have 
come.  I  acknowledge  myself  that  since  the  good  God 
brought  you  to  me  I  have  improved  in  many  points, 
and  I  think  my  desire  to  love  God  through,  in,  and 
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above  everything  was  never  so  deeply  and  firmly 
rooted  in  my  heart  as  now.  Besides,  for  some  time 
past,  I  have  had  far  more  understanding  of  and 
enlightenment  concerning  spiritual  things.  And  as 
you  already  know,  the  good  God  communicates  him¬ 
self  to  me  to  such  a  degree  that  I  feel  myself  almost 
too  weak  to  enjoy  such  great  happiness.  Thus,  I 
am  all  the  more  guilty  when  I  do  not  abandon 
myself  entirely  to  the  dear  God  without  the  least 
reserve. 

I  will  tell  you  now  what  arouses  the  pain  in  my 
soul  at  having  come  to  Diisseldorf.  Till  then  I  had 
not  found  out  that  the  world  was  so  wicked  and 
corrupt.  During  the  time  that  I  spent  in  our  convent 
in  Li£ge  I  had  completely  forgotten  the  world ;  my 
heart  and  my  mind  were  constantly  raised  above  all 
earthly  things.  It  seemed  to  me  that  there  was  no  one 
in  the  world  but  God  and  myself. 

Father,  you  can  imagine  better  than  I  can  tell  you 
the  pain  my  soul  experienced  in  coming  to  this 
corrupt  town  and  into  this  disordered  house.  I  had 
to  hear  so  much  that  before  had  been  quite  unknown 
to  me,  and  each  time  my  grief  and  pain  at  being  no 
longer  hidden  away  increased.  I  felt  as  if  my  soul 
were  stained  merely  by  listening  to  such  things, 
although  I  could  not  help  doing  so.  I  saw  that  I  had 
been  a  child  in  many  ways  till  then,  and  I  grieved 
that  I  could  not  always  remain  one ;  and  yet  I  had  to 
own  that  the  dear  God  wished  it  to  be  like  this.  For 
some  time  now,  when  I  hear  anything  of  the  sort,  the 
longing  of  my  soul  for  God  increases,  and  if  I  can 
spend  some  moments  at  the  feet  of  my  Saviour,  I 
become  quite  calm  again.  Yesterday  when  I  had  to 
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listen  to  something  very  horrible,  I  grieved  much 
that  I  cannot  live  far  away  from  the  world  and 
hidden. 

I  have  no  horror  of  very  sinful  people,  for  I  have 
never  prayed  so  much  or  so  fervently  for  them ;  I 
should  like  to  sacrifice  myself  entirely  for  the  good 
of  their  souls;  for  the  more  my  joy  in  the  service  of 
so  loving  a  Master  increases,  the  more  clearly  do  I  see 
how  unhappy  they  are  who  do  not  serve  this  good 
Lord. 


1854. 

I  do  not  know  what  the  dear  God  is  wanting  to  do 
with  me.  He  draws  me  in  a  wonderful  way  to  himself, 
and  keeps  me  so  closely  chained  to  him  that  I  must 
use  force  in  order  to  go  away  from  him,  and  yet  it  is 
he  himself  who  wishes  me  to  do  so.  I  cannot  express 
in  words  how  much  I  have  to  overcome  myself  and 
the  pain  that  this  enforced  withdrawal  causes  me.  I 
have  to  leave  heaven  in  order  to  return  to  this  miser¬ 
able  world.  But  with  the  best  will  in  the  world  I  do 
not  altogether  succeed.  For,  even  if  my  whole  being 
is  not  lost  in  this  Sovereign  Good,  as  it  is  in  time  of 
prayer,  yet  my  will  is  entirely  united  to  him,  and 
Jesus,  who  is  resting  in  the  depths  of  my  soul,  while 
I  am  employed  in  external  matters  and  even  when  I 
am  talking  to  people,  speaks  in  such  an  urgent  and 
loving  way  to  my  heart  that  I  have  to  stop  for  at 
least  a  few  moments  and  must  give  myself  up  to  him. 
Perhaps  I  am  too  weak  to  withdraw  entirely  from  my 
God  and  fail  in  thus  giving  in  to  him;  for,  as  you 
may  think,  my  whole  attention  is  never  on  what  I 
am  doing  and  saying. 

*4 
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I  can  truly  say  that  my  soul  pants  for  the  time  of 
prayer,  but  unfortunately  this  time  passes  like  a 
moment. 

Reverend  Father,  if  you  think  that  all  this  is 
illusion,  I  am  ready  to  fight  against  it,  no  matter  what 
it  may  cost.  I  fear  sometimes  that  it  is  only  a  decep¬ 
tion  of  the  devil,8  yet  I  find  it  difficult  to  believe  this 
when  I  consider  the  operations  wrought  in  me  by  this 
close  intercourse  with  God.  I  see  in  a  far  clearer  light 
my  utter  nothingness,  and  this  knowledge  makes  my 
will  now  long  for  and  desire  as  a  real  good,  many 
things  which  formerly  it  rejected.  I  should  like  to  be 
despised  by  all  men  and  trodden  underfoot !  I  know, 
too,  that  the  love  I  have  for  my  neighbour,  and 
especially  for  my  Sisters,  is  purer  and  more  dis¬ 
interested.  It  seems  to  me  especially  that  I  no  longer 
find  myself  so  much  in  everything,  but  God  in  me. 
However,  I  repeat,  I  submit  my  judgement  entirely 
to  yours.  May  it  please  God  to  enlighten  you.  I  have 
written  very  confusedly,  I  do  not  know  if  you  will  be 
able  to  understand. 

In  the  name  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  I  will  tell  you  what 
has  been  going  on  in  my  soul  of  late.  I  think  that 
never  before  have  I  needed  so  much  to  be  understood 
as  now.  May  my  beloved  Saviour  help  me  to  express 
myself  clearly  and  comprehensibly. 

For  some  time  now  my  usual  state  has  been  one  of 
suffering,  and  yet  I  would  not  give  up  one  moment  of 
it  for  all  the  joys  and  pleasures  of  the  world.  Since 
my  beloved  Saviour  has  been  manifesting  himself  in 
such  a  wonderful  way  to  me,  his  unworthy  creature, 
has  let  me  see  in  such  a  clear  light  his  boundless 
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perfections  and  has  satiated  me  with  his  love,  I  have 
an  inexpressible  longing  to  love  him  in  return,  and  I 
cannot  do  it  as  much  as  I  desire.  This  longing  con¬ 
sumes  me.  Out  of  it  springs  now  a  great  yearning 
for  God  and  an  ardent  wish  to  die,  for  the  blessed 
not  only  desire  to  love  God  with  a  burning  love,  but 
they  really  love  him  in  the  measure  of  their  desire, 
otherwise  they  would  not  be  entirely  happy. 

My  soul  involuntarily  thirsts  and  sighs  unceasingly 
for  what  it  sees  to  be  above  all  measure  lovable. 
These  words  express  nothing  at  all  in  comparison 
with  what  I  feel.  Oh,  my  Jesus,  thou  alone  and  those 
who  have  themselves  experienced  it  know  the  fire 
which  consumes  me.  Thou  dost  understand  my  sighs 
and  tears,  for  thou  art  the  object  and  the  cause  of 
them.  I  feel  it  intensely  that  I  am  in  exile,  far  away 
from  my  beloved  home.  How  barren  and  empty  it  is 
here;  how  insignificant  I  find  everything  except  God 
and  what  concerns  him  ! 

You  can  now  easily  imagine  how  great  my  need 
must  be  to  converse  with  my  beloved  Saviour  and 
to  pour  out  my  heart  in  his. 

If  I  could  only  tell  you  what  I  experience  when  I 
say  the  words  :  Our  Father!  Then  I  must  do  violence 
to  myself  not  to  lose  myself  entirely  in  God,  which 
obedience  will  not  allow  me  to  do.  I  feel,  then,  how 
the  powers  of  my  soul  are  drawn  forcibly  and  yet  so 
lovingly  towards  and  into  God,  and  this  is  also  often 
the  case  when  I  meditate  on  other  subjects.  Then  I 
say  to  God:  “My  Father,  pity  thy  poor  child  who 
longs  so  intensely  for  thee.”  And  after  I  have  received 
my  beloved  Saviour  in  Holy  Communion,  when  my 
soul  possesses  him  for  whom  it  was  panting,  and 
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when  he  fills  me  with  delight  and  speaks  to  me  so 
lovingly,  then  if  I  have  to  pray  from  a  book  or  say 
the  rosary,  you  can  imagine,  Father,  what  it  costs 
me?9  In  the  same  way,  the  pain  the  soul  feels  when 
it  has  to  leave  its  Beloved  to  return  to  ordinary  life 
in  the  house  is  indescribable. 

Reverend  Father,  I  will  now  tell  you  something 
over  which  I  have  long  been  struggling  with  myself 
whether  I  ought  to  do  so — that  is,  tell  you  about  it. 

I  will  remain  true  to  my  intention  of  not  concealing 
from  you  anything  that  happens  to  me.  Several  weeks 
ago  when  I  was  weeping  much  on  account  of  my 
great  longing  to  receive  my  beloved  Saviour,  and 
begged  him  most  earnestly  to  have  pity  on  me,  my 
beloved  Saviour  said:  “  Give  yourself  up  entirely  to 
me.  If  I  take  pleasure  in  your  yearning  and  your 
tears,  what  more  can  you  want?”10  Then  I  was  un¬ 
speakably  happy,  and  deep  peace  filled  my  whole 
being.  Since  then  my  longing  is  purer  and  more 
spiritual  than  before,  so  it  seems  to  me. 

Another  time  when  I  had  shed  many  tears  during 
my  prayer  and  was  reproaching  myself  for  my  want 
of  self-control,  my  beloved  Saviour  comforted  me,  and 
said:  ‘‘Not  one  of  your  tears  will  be  lost.”  I  then 
realised  that  those  who  easily  and  often  weep  much 
because  they  are  of  an  emotional  temperament  or  are 
in  a  weak  state  of  health,  do  so  without  knowing  why  ; 
they  can  weep  when  it  suits  them,  especially  when 
anyone  injures  them  and  when  things  are  not  going 
according  to  their  liking.  So  I  tested  myself,  and 
found  that  I  cry  only  from  contrition  and  pain  on 
account  of  my  sins  or  from  the  longing  for  God  and 
through  too  intense  happiness;  also  the  tears  are  not 
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under  my  own  control.11  So  on  this  point  my  mind 
was  set  at  rest. 

Another  time  when  I  felt  afraid  to  oppose  the  sweet 
consolations  and  communications  of  God,  I  received 
the  assurance  that  my  unfaithfulness  alone,  and  not 
opposition  made  in  obedience,  could  do  me  harm  and 
make  God  withdraw  his  confidence  from  me. 

Reverend  Father,  there  are  several  other  things  I 
ought  to  tell  you  ;  I  will  do  so  next  time,  if  it  pleases 
the  dear  God.  Do  not  get  tired  of  me,  I  beg  you  in 
the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary. 


1854. 

In  the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary  the  most  Holy 
Virgin,  I  will  be  quite  frank  and  childlike  in  writing 
to  you.  You  will  understand  me  even  if  I  do  not 
express  myself  very  clearly. 

I  feel  an  almost  continuous  and  insatiable  longing 
for  Jesus,  my  beloved  Saviour;  at  the  same  time,  it 
seems  to  me,  I  have  an  ardent  desire  to  love  him  and 
cannot  do  so.  This  longing  and  this  desire  are  sources 
of  indescribable  sweetness,  and  also  of  equally  great 
suffering. 

If  I  am  alone  and  not  afraid  of  anyone  seeing  me, 
I  let  my  tears  flow  freely,  and  this  eases  me  a  little ; 
but  if  I  have  to  repress  these  feelings  for  any  length 
of  time  my  sufferings  increase.  Besides,  I  am  not 
always  strong  enough  to  conceal  completely  what  is 
going  on  in  me,  and  this  makes  me  very  much 
ashamed  and  confused.  I  think  I  have  not  neglected 
my  duties  on  account  of  this  state,  but  I  have  often  to 
do  violence  to  myself.  When,  after  having  settled  the 
business  or  finished  the  conversation,  I  recollect  my- 
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self,  which  I  cannot  help  doing,  these  feelings  re¬ 
awaken  more  strongly  than  before.  After  Holy 
Communion,  and  also  often  when  I  am  praying,  my 
soul  is  at  peace  and  filled  with  indescribable  sweet¬ 
ness.  The  longing  to  receive  Jesus  in  Holy  Com¬ 
munion  is  in  me  always.  At  meals,  the  thought  comes 
to  me  how  the  beloved  Saviour  in  the  presence  of  his 
disciples  instituted  the  Sacrament  of  Love,  and  I  find 
it  impossible  to  eat.  The  night  seems  to  drag,  so  great 
is  my  desire  to  be  united  to  Jesus  in  Holy  Com¬ 
munion. 

Sometimes  the  thought  occurs  to  me  that  this  is  all 
illusion,  and  then  I  am  afraid;  I  resolve  firmly  to 
oppose  it  and  succeed  for  a  few  hours  and  not  longer ; 
the  feelings  overpower  me  then  and  it  is  as  if  I  heard 
Jesus  saying:  “Fear  not,  it  is  I.” 

I  beseech  you,  Father,  for  the  love  of  Jesus  and 
Mary,  tell  me  if  I  am  deluded.  Is  the  enemy  deceiv¬ 
ing  me  ?  How  shall  I  act  ?  I  promise  you  in  all 
things,  with  the  help  of  grace,  a  childlike  obedience. 
The  Lord  God  guides  me  through  you,  I  am  certain 
of  that;  I  received  this  grace  through  the  most  Holy 
Virgin  Mary. 

You  were  so  good  as  to  let  me  meditate  during 
Mass.  Now  it  is  not  always  possible,  or  would  be 
exceedingly  difficult  for  me  to  do  this,  but  still  less 
could  I  use  a  book  or  say  vocal  prayers,  while  the 
thought  that  my  Jesus  is  offering  himself  up  for  me 
in  this  most  holy  sacrifice  makes  me  incapable  of 
any  other.  I  cannot  well  explain  what  then  takes 
place  within  me;  contrition,  pain,  gratitude,  and  love 
overwhelm  me.  Although  this  sublime  sacrifice  is  in¬ 
visible  and  unbloody,  it  is  hardly  so  for  me,  for  I  see 
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it  in  my  spirit  more  clearly  than  I  could  have  seen 
it  with  my  own  eyes  on  Calvary. 

During  the  holy  Mass  I  see  clearly  how  sublime 
is  the  vocation  of  a  priest,  how  pure  and  holy  his  life 
should  be,  and  how  faithless  and  tepid  priests  and 
religious  so  greatly  increased  the  sufferings  of  our 
beloved  Saviour  in  the  Garden  of  Olives  and  on  the 
Cross.  Then  I  always  feel  strongly  drawn  to  pray 
especially  for  them. 

Reverend  Father,  again  I  beg  you  not  to  spare  me 
but  to  tell  me  whether  this  is  not  an  illusion.  Or  how 
can  I  assist  at  the  most  holy  sacrifice  of  the  Mass  in 
the  way  most  pleasing  to  the  dear  God?  I  am  ready 
to  do  everything  or  to  leave  everything ;  I  should  like 
to  be  utterly  annihilated  in  order  to  live  in  God  alone. 
But  this  is  almost  entirely  the  work  of  God.  With 
his  grace  we  can  begin  and  continue,  but  grace  alone 
must  complete  it.  I  have  the  deepest  pity  for  poor 
sinners ;  it  seems  to  me  that  I  love  them  tenderly, 
only  their  sins  I  abhor;  I  should  like  to  work,  pray, 
and  suffer  night  and  day  in  order  to  win  souls  for 
Jesus  ;  but  at  the  same  time  I  recognise  how  incapable 
I  am. 

I  justly  look  upon,  not  only  the  Sisters,  but  all 
others  as  better  than  myself.  With  the  graces  that  I 
have  received  from  the  infinite  goodness  of  God  they 
would  have  reached  a  high  degree  of  perfection,  and 
I  am  still  so  unfaithful,  I  still  insult  the  dear  God 
each  day ;  I  do  not  wish  to  do  so  and  yet  I  do  it ! 
This  is  a  sign  that  my  will  is  not  fixed  and  firm 
enough,  or  that  the  dear  God  sees  so  much  pride  in 
me  that  in  his  infinite  mercy  he  allows  me  to  fall 
daily  in  order  to  guard  me  from  a  greater  fall.  Were 
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I  more  humble  I  should  lead  a  purer  life.  When  I 
have  failed  it  grieves  me  very  much ;  I  weep  over  my 
unfaithfulness,  and  it  seems  to  me  as  if  my  dear 
Saviour  draws  nearer  to  me  than  before  and  tries  to 
calm  me  and  console  me  on  account  of  my  sin,  and 
this  only  increases  my  pain  although  it  gives  me 
peace.  Only  when  I  cannot  see  wherein  and  whether 
I  have  failed,  am  I  disturbed.  I  think  if  I  received  a 
severe  reprimand  and  a  penance  for  every  fault  I 
commit,  it  would  give  me  great  consolation  and  peace 
of  mind. 

I  believe  that  exterior  humiliations  are  very  necessary 
and  would  be  useful  for  me,  and  they  are  wanting  to 
me.  Have  pity  on  me  and  give  me  them  as  often  as 
you  have  an  opportunity.  Even  if  I  try  more  and 
more  to  convince  myself  interiorly  of  my  nothing¬ 
ness,  I  still  need  to  have  practice  in  this.  I  ask  pardon 
for  my  disobedience.  It  shall  not  happen  again ;  I 
will  be  childlike,  humble,  and  obedient.  I  give  you  so 
much  trouble  !  The  good  Jesus,  who  laid  this  burden 
also  on  you,  will  help  you  to  bear  it  and  will  reward 
you  richly  for  all  you  have  done  for  his  weak  and 
unworthy  spouse.  I  can  only  recommend  you  to  the 
Hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary  and  pray  for  you,  Reverend 
Father.  I  beg  of  you,  do  not  get  tired  of  me ;  I  still 
need  your  help  and  guidance.  May  I  ask  you  to  pray 
for  me  that  my  love  for  Jesus  and  Mary  may  increase. 

Received  February  2,  1855. 

In  the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary  I  will  tell  you 
something  that  has  increased  my  love  for  the  con¬ 
templative  life.12 

Some  time  ago  I  had  again  during  the  day  an 
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ardent  longing  for  God  and  at  the  same  time  a  great 
desire  to  love  him  more  intensely.  In  the  evening, 
when  the  Sisters  had  gone  to  bed,  I  was  kneeling  at 
the  foot  of  the  altar  in  order  later  on  to  make  the 
Holy  Hour.13  I  poured  out  my  heart  to  my  beloved 
Saviour  and  implored  him,  with  many  tears,  either 
to  make  it  possible  for  me  to  love  him  as  I  desire  or 
not  to  show  himself  to  me  as  so  exceedingly  worthy 
to  be  loved  (this  was  madness  on  my  part),  otherwise 
I  should  succumb  to  the  pain  of  not  being  able  to 
love  him  enough.  I  then  begged  my  beloved  Saviour 
to  do  with  me  according  to  his  good  pleasure,  to 
employ  me  in  exterior  works,  although  I  had  no 
attraction  for  them  and  found  it  hard  to  speak  much 
to  people;  for  his  sake  I  would  be  ready  to  under¬ 
take  and  to  do  anything  and  everything.  As  I  was 
speaking  in  this  way  to  my  beloved  Saviour,  my  soul 
was  plunged  in  deep  recollection,  and  my  Jesus — it 
was  certainly  he,  for  none  but  my  Saviour  can  pro¬ 
duce  such  an  effect  in  a  soul — said  in  the  depths  of 
my  heart:  “I  will  tell  you  with  which  souls  I  am 
especially  pleased  and  to  whom  I  communicate  my¬ 
self  most  intimately.  They  are  the  mortified  souls 
who  pray  alone  at  my  feet.”  My  beloved  Saviour 
added  :  “  Very  few  will  understand  this.”14 

An  indescribable  calm  and  joy  filled  my  soul ;  it 
seemed  to  me  as  if  my  Jesus  were  now  giving  himself 
to  me  as  to  one  of  those  chosen  souls.  The  meaning 
and  significance  of  these  words  became  at  the  same 
moment  clear  to  me. 

Reverend  Father,  I  am  not  now  able  to  tell  you  all 
that  then  passed  in  my  soul ;  I  think  one  cannot  speak 
of  it  or  describe  it  unless  God  gives  a  special  grace  to 
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enable  it  to  be  done.  For  the  rest  of  the  time  I  could 
only  weep,  and  nothing  but  obedience  for  the  love  of 
Jesus  made  it  possible  for  me  to  withdraw  myself 
from  the  blissful  intercourse  with  him  in  order  to  go 
to  bed.  Thou,  my  beloved  Saviour,  knowest  what 
the  poor  soul  suffers  when  it  must  tear  itself  forcibly 
from  thee  and  leave  thee.  No  one  who  has  not  ex¬ 
perienced  this  can  imagine  how  great  is  the  anguish 
of  the  soul.  I  acknowledge  that  the  more  grace  God 
gives  me,  and  the  more  lovingly  he  deals  with  me, 
so  much  the  more  guilty  I  am.  I  grieve  my  beloved 
Saviour  especially  by  two  kinds  of  sins — when  I  find 
any  joy  except  in  him  and  when  I  am  distracted  by 
exterior  things,  even  when  performing  actions  good 
in  themselves.  If  I  commit  other  faults  and  grieve 
over  them  my  Jesus  consoles  and  reassures  me,  but 
he  does  not  do  this  after  one  of  the  faults  I  have 
mentioned. 

Thanks  to  him  a  thousand  times  when  he  chastises 
and  punishes  me  as  I  deserve  !  Would  that  I  might 
never  grieve  my  beloved  Saviour  any  more  1 

Sometimes  I  am  afraid  when  I  think  of  my  sins. 
The  thought  comes  to  me  that  all  that  passes  in  me 
must  be  deception  and  illusion,  since  the  soul  is 
better  fitted  for  communications  from  God  and  for 
union  with  him,  the  purer  and  more  spotless  it  is ; 
yet  I  daily  stain  my  soul  with  sins  and  imperfections. 
When  this  fear  is  on  me  I  beg  the  dear  God  to  have 
mercy  on  me  and  not  to  allow  me  to  live  under 
illusion.  Then  my  beloved  Saviour  communicates 
himself  to  me  in  so  loving  a  way  that  I  can  scarcely 
be  afraid  any  longer.  I  do  not  think  that  my  will  has 
any  share  in  my  sins;  for  I  should  be  ready  and 
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should  prefer  to  bear  all  sufferings  rather  than  offend 
the  good  God  by  the  smallest  sin.  Never  have  I  had 
so  great  a  desire  as  now  to  keep  my  soul  quite  pure, 
and  when  I  have  stained  it  with  sin  I  long  with  all 
my  heart  to  purify  it  in  the  Sacrament  of  Penance. 
If  only  I  might  confess  more  often  !  I  dare  not  ask 
for  this  favour. 

Once  again  I  beg  of  you,  Father,  for  the  love  of 
Jesus  and  Mary,  do  not  spare  me.  Help  me  to  purify 
my  soul  and  make  it  more  worthy  of  my  divine 
Spouse. 

I  still  have  much  to  overcome  in  prayer.  I  do  not 
think  that  it  lies  at  all  in  my  power  to  overcome  my¬ 
self  by  making  more  or  less  effort ;  for  as  long  as  my 
beloved  Saviour  treats  me  in  this  way  I  shall  have  the 
same  difficulty  in  opposing  him. 

I  should  like  to  be  able  to  tell  you  all  that  passes 
in  my  soul  but  cannot.  I  find  myself  in  a  state  in¬ 
describably  sweet  and  bitter,  delightful  and  painful. 
On  this  account  I  have  so  great  a  need  of  speaking 
with  my  beloved  Saviour;  he  understands  me,  other¬ 
wise  I  do  not  know  how  I  could  endure  life.  If  I  could 
not,  or  might  not,  unite  the  interior  and  contempla¬ 
tive  with  the  exterior  and  active  life,  I  should  not  be 
able  to  endure  the  latter.  For  although  the  frequent 
and  almost  continual  thinking  of  Jesus  and  the  inter¬ 
course  with  him  increase  my  longing  and  desire  for 
him,  and  thus  wound  my  heart  ever  more  and  more, 
yet  my  soul  finds  in  them  peace  and  courage  and 
strength.  It  seems  to  me  that  if  I  could  always  speak 
with  my  beloved  Saviour,  and  might  give  myself  up 
entirely  to  him  in  prayer,  I  should  be  able  to  endure 
all  things,  to  renounce  all  things,  and  to  forget  and 
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to  leave  myself.  If  the  soul  reposes  in  the  object  of  its 
ardent  yearning  and  love,  it  thinks  of  itself  no  longer. 

O  Father,  how  poor  and  wretched  is  a  soul,  busied 
with  outward  things,  which  does  not  know  how  to 
converse  with  Jesus,  its  Beloved,  in  the  solitude  of 
its  heart.  I  was  just  such  a  soul  till  God  had  pity  on 
me,  and  in  his  superabundant  goodness  sent  you  to 
me.  All  praise  and  thanks  be  to  him  for  doing  so  !  I 
am,  in  truth,  a  very  ungrateful  creature,  since  I  still 
offend  the  good  God  so  often.  I  always  think  that  if 
I  were  more  frequently  united  to  my  divine  Spouse 
in  Holy  Communion,  and  might  give  myself  up  to 
him  in  prayer,  my  soul  would  be  satisfied  and  would 
be  calmer,  and  the  fire  that  almost  consumes  me  would 
be  lessened.  Will  you  allow  me  to  beg  my  beloved 
Saviour  once  more  either  to  come  more  often  to 
me  in  Holy  Communion  or  to  lessen  my  longing? 

As  regards  my  love  for  people,  I  have  examined 
myself.  I  think  I  honestly  love  all,  and  I  am  ready 
to  prove  it  by  deeds.  When  I  consider  that  my  Jesus 
has  loved  and  still  loves  people  so  much,  then  I,  too, 
feel  a  deep  love  for  them,  even  for  those  who  do  not 
acknowledge  or  return  this  love.  For  some,  indeed, 
I  cherish  an  especial  respect  and  love,  but  I  think  I 
may  safely  say  that  this  is  founded  in  God ;  my  good 
Saviour  loves  these  persons  very  particularly. 

Since  I  have  known  that  it  is  God  himself  who, 
through  human  beings,  teaches,  consoles,  encourages, 
and  corrects  me,  since  the  time,  I  say,  that  I  recog¬ 
nised  that  all  comes  to  me  from  God,  I  try  for  my 
part  to  refer  all  to  him,  and  the  love  that  I  have  for 
my  neighbour  is  purer  and,  as  I  think,  altogether 
founded  in  God. 
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Oh,  my  beloved  Saviour,  I  can  no  longer  love  any¬ 
thing  unless  I  love  it  for  thy  sake. 

Received.  June  21,  1855. 

I  had  been  for  a  long  time  yearning  for  these  days 
(the  Quarant’ore),  and  I  felt  a  great  need  of  unburden¬ 
ing  my  heart  entirely  before  my  beloved  Saviour,  and 
yet  when  I  found  myself  so  very  near  to  him,  for  the 
most  part  I  could  say  nothing  but,  “  My  Saviour  ” — 
and  for  happiness  and  rapture  I  could  neither  say  nor 
think  anything  else.  I  was  with  my  beloved  Saviour, 
I  heard  him  and  was  understood  by  him  without 
speaking.  I  was  plunged  in  so  deep  a  repose  that  I 
think  if  the  greatest  disturbance  and  confusion  drew 
near  to  such  rest,  it  would  itself  become  rest.  I  do  not 
know,  Reverend  Father,  if  you  will  understand  me. 
I  know  very  well  what  I  want  to  say,  but  not  how  I 
am  to  say  it. 

You  will  easily  believe  that  it  was  hard  for  me 
yesterday  (at  the  end  of  the  Forty  Hours)  to  plunge 
again  right  into  active  life,  yet  I  felt  fresh  courage 
and  love  to  fulfil  my  duties  zealously  and  faithfully. 
The  pain  at  being  no  longer  able  to  love  my  beloved 
Saviour  is  once  more  renewed  and  increased  in  my 
soul.  I  should  like  to  cry  out  to  all  creatures  to  love 
him  for  me.  If  only  I  could  love  my  divine  Spouse 
as  much  as  I  wish  to  or  else  die  !  And  the  longing  to 
be  united  to  him  in  Holy  Communion — when  will 
that  be  satisfied  ?  How  painful,  though  sweet,  life  is  ! 

Received  August,  1855. 

For  some  days  I  was  in  great  anxiety,  which  nearly 
made  me  distraught ;  if  my  loving  Saviour,  in  his 
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endless  gentleness  and  goodness  and  love,  had  not 
helped  me,  who  knows  what  state  my  soul  might  be 
in  now !  Oh,  my  Jesus  !  Everlasting  praise,  glory, 
and  thanks  be  to  thee  for  it !  My  anxiety  was  a  just 
punishment.  I  wished  to  serve  my  Lord  and  Saviour 
not  according  to  his  holy  will  but  according  to  my 
own.  I  dwelt  more  and  more  on  the  thought  of  how 
I  might  be  freed  from  my  office.15  At  the  thought 
that  this  might  not  be  God’s  will,  since  those  who 
hold  his  place  for  me  do  not  allow  it,  I  felt  interiorly 
the  most  violent  repugnance.  The  past,  the  present, 
and  the  future  all  made  me  uneasy.  I  could  not  sub¬ 
mit  all  to  my  beloved  Saviour  as  I  had  done  before. 
I  entangled  myself  more  and  more  in  my  own 
thoughts  and  wishes. 

When  I  betook  myself  to  prayer  in  this  condition, 
I  felt  myself  as  if  unconsciously  plunged  in  a  deep 
repose,  just  the  same  repose  that  my  soul  is  in  when 
my  beloved  Saviour  converses  in  an  especial  way 
with  it.  Oh,  my  Jesus,  may  I  never  forget  what  then 
passed  in  me  !  My  beloved  Saviour  showed  himself 
to  me,  not  as  formerly  to  console  and  calm  me.  He 
reproached  me  severely,  and  showed  me  how  much  I 
wound  his  Sacred  Heart.  When  I  returned  to  my 
natural  state,  I  remembered  the  words  my  confessor 
addressed  to  me  ten  years  ago  when  I  mistrusted  my 
beloved  Saviour.  He  said  I  could  not  give  the  Heart 
of  Jesus  any  more  painful  wound.  And  then  I  did  not 
know  him  as  I  know  him  now  !  How  shall  I  tell  you 
what  I  felt  at  this  moment !  I  saw  quite  clearly  how 
great  was  my  unfaithfulness  and  ingratitude.  I  had 
tried  to  withdraw  myself  from  God’s  guidance,  to 
withstand  his  most  holy  will ;  I  had  placed  my  trust 
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and  my  safety  not  in  him  and  in  his  goodness  and 
mercy,  but  in  place,  office,  occupation,  etc.  I  recog¬ 
nised  my  folly  and  my  blindness.  I  was  overwhelmed 
with  pain  and  could  only  say,  “  My  Jesus,  mercy.”16 

It  was  not  because  I  had  deserved  to  be  punished 
and  rejected  by  my  beloved  Saviour  that  my  pain 
was  so  great;  no,  I  thought  only  of  the  Wounds  in 
his  most  Sacred  Heart.  I  do  not  know  how  long  I  re¬ 
mained  in  my  pain.  My  Jesus  then  comforted  me  as 
he  has  so  often  done.  He  let  me  see  how,  for  the 
future,  I  should  give  myself  up  to  him,  since  I  could 
find  peace  only  in  his  most  Sacred  Heart. 

In  one  moment  I  now  understood  more  about  self¬ 
surrender  and  the  repose  of  the  soul  in  God  than  I 
should  have  been  able  to  learn  in  years  from  books, 
study,  or  meditation. 

How  extremely  rapturous  but  how  short  were  these 
moments  1  My  soul  was,  as  it  were,  created  anew ; 
all  disquiet  had  vanished — I  rested  in  my  divine 
Spouse.  I  heard  him  say  the  following  words,  which 
intoxicated  me  with  delight:  “You  are  mine  once 
more.”  It  was  only  with  great  difficulty  that  I  could 
keep  all  this  secret  on  this  day  and  on  those  that 
followed.  I  should  have  liked  to  let  all  the  world 
know  the  unspeakable  love  and  the  unspeakable 
mercy  of  my  beloved  Saviour.  And  now  I  long,  it  is 
true,  for  humiliations  and  contempt,  for  suffering  and 
pain,  in  order  to  become  more  like  to  my  suffering 
Saviour;  I  also  yearn,  with  a  great  yearning,  for 
death.  And  yet  I  can  say  I  have  no  desire,  for  I  wish 
for  this  only  in  so  far  as  my  Jesus  wishes  it.  Only  I 
long  with  an  indescribable  yearning  for  my  beloved 
Saviour  himself,  so  that  I  may  love  him  more  and 
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more,  and  this  desire  comes  from  him ;  it  is  a  fruit 
of  his  most  Sacred  Heart.  This  is  an  exceedingly 
bitter-sweet  wound  with  which  my  Jesus  has  pierced 
my  heart,  and  he  alone  can  heal  it  by  taking  me  to 
himself.  Only  he  and  those  who  have  this  wound 
can  understand  how  great  is  my  pain. 

I  am  also  at  rest  concerning  the  contemplative  life ; 
for  if  I  repose  as  my  beloved  Saviour  wants  me  to,  in 
him  and  in  his  holy  will,  then  nothing  exterior  can 
draw  me  away  from  him,  and  I  see  him  in  everything 
and  at  all  times.  Oh,  my  God,  sole  rest  and  peace  of 
my  soul,  if  only  I  could  lose  myself  for  ever  in  thee 
and  forget  myself  for  thy  sake. 

What  I  once  told  you,  Father,  about  the  prayerful 
soul,  I  now  saw  and  recognised  again.  My  beloved 
Saviour  takes  special  pleasure  in  souls  who  are  dead 
to  self,  who  often  draw  near  to  him  in  prayer  in  order 
to  give  themselves  entirely  to  him.  When  I  realised 
this  I  should  have  liked  always  to  linger  in  prayer  to 
my  beloved  Saviour;  I  must,  however,  be  obedient; 
my  Jesus  can  find  me  everywhere,  and  he  can  make 
it  up  to  me.  From  now  on  I  will  be  quite,  quite 
obedient  and  will  give  myself  up  to  God  through  you. 

Received  January  2,  1856. 

The  dear  God  lets  me  feel  my  banishment  more  and 
more.  Far  from  my  heavenly  fatherland,  from  my 
divine  Spouse,  for  whom  my  soul  yearns  with  an  un¬ 
speakable  longing,  I  endure  indescribable  torments. 
No  one  who  has  not  experienced  it  could  form  even  a 
faint  idea  of  it ;  but,  all  the  same,  one  would  not  ex¬ 
change  one  moment  of  this  very  painful  state  for  all 
the  joys  of  the  world. 
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In  prayer  my  soul  is  sometimes  completely  satisfied, 
for  it  possesses  him  and  reposes  in  him  to  whom  it  so 
yearned  to  be  united.  In  this  union  with  God  the  soul 
is  so  enraptured  and  full  of  delight  that  all  its  desires 
are  most  perfectly  satisfied  and  it  cannot  fear  the  loss 
of  the  Sovereign  Good  that  it  possesses. 

But  at  other  times  the  longing  and  also  the  pain 
are  only  increased  through  the  blissful  intercourse 
with  my  beloved  Saviour,  and  how  painful  is  the 
desire  so  to  love  my  divine  Spouse  as  I  know  he 
deserves  to  be  loved,  since  it  will  never  be  fulfilled  in 
this  world.  Thou  alone,  my  Jesus,  knowest  all  that 
passes  in  my  soul.  I  can  never  describe  the  great  joy 
and  rapture  which  flood  it  nor  the  untold  pain  with 
which  it  is  filled.  Reverend  Father,  be  still  a  little 
lenient  with  me  if  I  continue  to  find  intercourse  with 
people  so  difficult  and  am  not  quite  faithful  on  this 
point,  or  if  I  linger  a  little  while  in  prayer;  mean¬ 
while,  I  am  firmly  resolved  to  improve  in  this  also. 

Even  if  my  beloved  Saviour  makes  it  often  extremely 
difficult  for  me  to  occupy  myself  with  exterior  things, 
yet  he  makes  it  possible.17  If  his  love  chains  me  to 
him,  my  love  for  him  must  sometimes  loosen  the  chain 
a  little. 

Sometimes  it  would  be  very  difficult  for  me  to  tell 
what  passes  in  me ;  at  other  times  I  am  almost  unable 
to  keep  it  to  myself,  and  I  feel,  on  the  contrary,  a 
great  need  of  speaking. 

Lately  my  state  has  sometimes  made  me  very 
uneasy,  as  I  explained  to  you.  But  however  great  my 
interior  uneasiness  was,  it  disappeared  as  soon  as  I 
began  to  pray  or  during  the  prayer,  and  the  greater 
the  uneasiness  and  distress,  so  much  the  greater  were 
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the  repose  and  joy  that  followed.  So  much  for  my 
usual  state.  I  will  also  try  to  tell  you  the  rest. 

Some  time  ago  when  I  betook  myself  to  prayer  and 
experienced  an  unusual  disquiet — that  was  at  a  time 
when  I  almost  always  felt  the  sweetest  peace  of  soul 
—without  knowing  what  was  the  cause  of  it,  I  begged 
my  beloved  Saviour  to  take  me  under  his  protection 
and  then  I  should  be  afraid  of  nothing.  Then  some¬ 
thing  happened  to  me  that  I  cannot  describe.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  the  world  of  sense  had  been  taken 
from  me  or  I  from  it;  my  soul  sank  into  a  repose  as 
deep  as  it  was  sweet;  it  was  quite  filled  and  sur¬ 
rounded  with  it,  and  the  feeling  of  security  and 
courage  I  had  were  so  great  that  it  seemed  impossible 
to  fear  anything  or  that  anything  or  anyone  could 
harm  me.  But  what  enraptured  my  soul  was  that  in 
the  repose  in  which  it  was  plunged  it  saw  the  ador¬ 
able  will  of  God,  and  in  the  security  the  almighty 
power  of  God  which  protected  it  on  all  sides  like 
high  cliffs.  I  can  describe  nothing  of  this  sight,  at 
least — not  now.  As  intoxicated  with  delight,  I  cried 
out:  “My  beloved  Saviour!  It  is  too  much!  I  am 
too  weak  to  bear  all  this,”  my  Lord  and  God  said 
to  me  :  “  The  soul  that  gives  itself  entirely  to  me  and 
abandons  itself  entirely  to  my  will  rests  in  my  Rest 
and  my  Omnipotence  protects  it  as  you  have  seen.” 
Just  as  what  I  saw  was  clearer  than  visible  objects 
that  I  see  with  my  eyes,  so  I  heard  these  words  more 
distinctly  than  the  words  that  I  hear  with  my  ears.  I 
was  also  firmly  convinced  that  God  was  with  me  and 
that  he  spoke  to  me.18  This  state  lasted  for  a  good 
hour,  and  for  some  time  after  I  could  only  weep. 

Another  time  as  I  knelt  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  and 
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my  soul  was  flooded  with  joy  at  being  so  near  to  my 
beloved  Saviour,  I  said  to  him,  as  indeed  I  often  do  : 
“  Oh,  my  Jesus,  I  cannot  taste  of  so  much  bliss;  it 
is  too  much,  too  much  for  me,  unworthy  creature.” 
Then  my  beloved  Saviour  showed  me  his  divine  Heart 
full  of  love  for  men,  and  as  I  sank  into  a  deep  wonder 
at  what  I  saw,  he  said  to  me  :  “  If  you  only  knew  how 
great  is  my  desire  to  converse  familiarly  with  my 
chosen  ones  already  in  this  life  and  to  bestow  on  them 
a  rich  measure  of  the  love  that  you  see,  you  would 
do  still  more  to  satisfy  this  desire.”  An  unspeakable 
pain  followed  my  joyous  rapture ;  for  I  realised  at  that 
moment  how  little  my  beloved  Saviour  hidden  in  the 
Sacrament  of  his  love  is  loved ;  I  saw  that  many  from 
whom  he  might  have  expected  a  special  love,  feel  for 
him  little  but  coldness  and  indifference.  It  is  true  my 
Saviour  would  gladly  communicate  himself  to  many 
souls  in  quite  a  special  way,  and,  already  here  on 
earth,  unite  them  most  closely  to  himself,  but  they 
prevent  him  and  do  not  give  his  most  loving  Heart 
this  joy.  My  Jesus  is  here  only  love,  and  but  few 
realise  it.  My  beloved  Saviour  told  me  how  it  is  that 
they  hinder  him  from  conversing  with  their  souls  as 
he  longs  to  do,  and  to  my  greatest  grief  I  have  experi¬ 
enced  this  myself.  It  seems  to  be  only  a  little  thing, 
and  in  general  people  make  small  account  of  faults  of 
this  sort ;  but  can  that  be  little  that  hinders  so  great  a 
good?19  Reverend  Father,  I  could,  indeed,  tell  you 
more,  but  I  must  stop  for  the  present.  I  know  also 
that  what  I  have  here  written  is  nothing  to  that  which 
is,  indeed,  clear  to  my  soul,  but  which,  as  I  have 
already  said,  I  am  not  able  to  express. 

Do  not  be  afraid,  Father,  that  I  shall  esteem  myself 
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on  account  of  the  tokens  of  favour  shown  me  by 
my  beloved  Saviour.  My  Jesus  knows  how  deeply 
ashamed  I  feel.  Besides,  I  know  very  well  that  I  am 
always  more  and  more  indebted  to  our  Lord  and 
Master.  I  am  ungrateful  and  unfaithful,  and  I  cannot 
esteem  myself  for  that. 

Received.  February  12,  1856. 

My  usual  state  is  much  like  the  one  described  in 
my  last  letter  —  indescribable  longing  and  ardent 
desire  for  my  beloved  Saviour  and  a  more  or  less  com¬ 
plete  satisfaction  of  this  desire.  This  latter  takes  place 
especially  in  prayer  and  still  more  so  after  Holy  Com¬ 
munion.  Then  my  Jesus  often  works  such  marvels  in 
my  soul  that  I  can  scarcely  grasp  them. 

I  should  never  have  believed  that  love  could  cause 
the  soul  such  wonderful  suffering  unless  I  experienced 
it  myself.  Oh,  inexpressibly  bitter-sweet  state,  when 
will  you  come  to  an  end?  Only  in  our  heavenly 
fatherland  will  the  yearning  of  the  soul  be  satisfied, 
and  it  will  love  as  it  longs  to  do. 

My  beloved  Saviour  speaks  most  familiarly  with  me 
during  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass.  Already  when 
I  am  preparing  to  assist  at  this  sacred  mystery  or 
when  I  only  think  of  it  during  the  day  my  heart  burns 
with  love  for  my  beloved  Saviour,  who,  here  also,  is 
only  love.  During  this  most  Holy  Sacrifice  my  soul 
is  penetrated  with  contrition,  pain,  wonder,  and  love. 
After  the  consecration  I  see  my  beloved  Saviour  and 
his  infinite  love,  and  into  this  love  I  plunge  and  lose 
myself  in  it.  My  Jesus  is  here  all  mine  and  this  enrap¬ 
tures  my  soul.  After  Holy  Mass  I  feel  always  more 
courage  and  strength,  a  boundless  confidence,  and, 
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especially,  an  almost  insatiable  longing  for  suffering. 
How  rich  we  are  in  and  through  Jesus  Christ !  How 
rich  all  Christians  might  be,  yet  they  love  their 
poverty  and  their  need  !  What  grief  this  is  for  the 
Heart  of  my  beloved  Saviour  burning  with  love  for 
us  !  This  pain  I  must  and  will  share. 

One  evening  when  I  was  with  my  beloved  Saviour, 
at  first  I  reposed  in  him  with  a  sweet  joy,  and  as  he 
gave  me  to  taste  more  and  more  of  his  love  and  I 
could  hardly  bear  any  longer  the  excess  of  rapture  and 
bliss,  I  said  :  “  My  Saviour,  it  is  too  much  !  Let  me 
now  suffer  with  thee  and  for  thee.  Show  thyself  thus 
to  everyone ;  let  them  know  thee  as  thou  hast  let  me 
know  thee,  so  that  all  may  love  thee  above  all.”  And 
as  I  had  forgotten  that  I  belong  no  more  to  myself 
but  entirely  to  my  beloved  Saviour,  I  offered  myself 
as  a  sacrifice  for  poor  sinners.  At  that  moment  I  felt 
an  exceedingly  great  pain ;  it  seemed  as  if  I  had 
received  a  deep  wound  in  my  heart.  This  pain  has 
often  been  renewed  since.  Oh,  poor,  poor  sinners  !  If 
they  only  knew  what  they  have  cost  my  beloved 
Saviour  !  My  Jesus  said  to  me  then  :  “  Share  with  me 
the  pain  of  my  Heart.”  At  that  instant  I  saw  (this 
was  no  simple  intellectual  perception;  it  was  more  of 
an  intuition)  how  great  is  the  ingratitude  of  men, 
what  opposition  they  make  to  grace,  and  how  very 
much  they  grieve  my  good  Lord  and  Master  by  doing 
so;  the  more  privileged  souls  wound  in  an  especial 
way  the  loving  and  pitiful  Heart  of  my  beloved 
Saviour.  While  I  saw  all  this  my  pain  was  so  great 
that  I  thought  I  should  have  died  of  it,  but  my  Jesus 
gradually  withdrew  the  picture  from  my  soul  and  I 
reposed  in  him  again. 
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Another  time  when  I  was  kneeling  at  the  foot  of 
the  altar,  deeply  penetrated  with  the  thought  of  my  un¬ 
worthiness  to  be  so  often  with  my  beloved  Saviour 
and  to  enjoy  familiar  intercourse  with  him,  I  fell 
suddenly  into  a  state  which  I  have  several  times 
described  to  you.  Everything  in  the  world  of  sense 
was  taken  from  me  or  I  from  it.  At  the  instant  when 
this  happens  the  soul  feels  an  indescribable  and 
peculiar  anguish,  but  only  for  a  few  moments  as  it 
seems  to  me.20  Then  my  beloved  Saviour  showed 
himself  to  me.  The  sight  of  him  enraptured  me,  and 
while  my  stained  soul  contemplated  this  infinite  Sanc¬ 
tity,  this  pure  vision  cleansed  my  soul  entirely,  and 
the  rays  which  fell  on  it  from  the  glance  of  Jesus  so 
inflamed  my  heart  with  love  that  I  do  not  know  how 
I  could  endure  the  fire  without  being  consumed  by  it. 

I  do  not  know,  Father,  if  you  will  understand  me 
here;  it  is  all  so  clear  to  me  and  at  times,  I  think,  I 
could  describe  it  to  others;  but  if  I  try  I  find  it  is 
impossible. 

I  repeat  once  more,  in  the  most  Holy  Sacrament  of 
the  Altar  my  Jesus  is  only  love,  and  so  few  realise  and 
experience  this  because  they  do  not  draw  near  this 
loving  Saviour  as  they  ought.  How  sad  this  is  ! 

Several  times  I  have  seen  as  in  a  picture  all  my  sins 
and  infidelities.  I  will  explain  this  to  you  more  in 
detail. 

I  was  praying,  and  repeated  the  words  Our  Father, 
which  gave  my  soul  great  consolation  and  repose.  I 
then  stopped  saying  the  words  so  sweet  to  my  soul 
which  was  panting  for  the  heavenly  Father,  and  I 
sank  deeper  and  deeper  into  God.  Then  my  beloved 
Saviour  showed  me  in  a  clear  light  how  exceedingly 
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lovingly  he  had  led  and  guided  me,  how  he  appeared 
to  me,  and  showed  himself  whenever  my  heart  began 
to  take  pleasure  in  anything  created  or  in  anything 
that  might  be  dangerous  for  me — not  in  the  way  he 
does  now ;  I  suddenly  remembered  him  and  saw  him 
as  when  I  recall  a  person,  but  my  Jesus  came  to  my 
mind  as  being  so  utterly  lovable  that  he  took  posses¬ 
sion  and  no  one  else  could  satisfy  me;  how  when  I 
had  an  abundance  of  what  the  world  loves  and  desires, 
he  inspired  me  with  contempt  and  disgust  for  it,  and 
allowed  me  to  find  everything  my  heart  needed  in 
prayer  and  especially  in  quiet  converse  with  him.  This 
and  much  more  I  saw  as  in  a  bright,  resplendent  pic¬ 
ture  before  me  and  I  was  overjoyed  at  the  sight.  Then 
I  saw  in  another  picture  all  my  sins  and  infidelities  ; 
my  whole  life  seemed  to  me  nothing  but  a  web  of  sin 
and  imperfection.  The  first  picture  was  not  with¬ 
drawn  from  me,  otherwise  I  think  I  should  have  been 
annihilated  with  fear  and  horror ;  but  now  I  felt  horror 
indeed,  but  instead  of  fear,  deep  sorrow,  and  burning 
love  for  my  good  and  loving  Father.  My  confidence 
also,  that  nearly  forsook  me  at  the  sight  of  my  sins, 
was  only  increased  when  I  looked  once  more  at  the 
first  picture.  Greater  grief  for  having  so  often 
offended  my  most  loving  Father  I  have  never  felt, 
nor  greater  longing  to  love  him  above  all. 

If  only  I  could  let  all  men  know  how  exceedingly 
lovingly  my  beloved  Saviour  receives  repentant  and 
trusting  sinners  ! 

I  could  tell  you  more,  but  the  more  I  write  the  more 
I  feel  the  impossibility  of  doing  so.  From  what  I  have 
written  you  can  see  my  goodwill. 


232  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 


Received  March  7,  1856. 

I  can  and  may  no  longer  delay  telling  you  some¬ 
thing,  and  even  if  I  find  it  difficult  I  feel  pressed  to  do 
so ;  my  peace  of  soul  would  be  troubled  if  I  held  out 
any  longer.  The  dear  God  heard  my  prayer  and  gave 
me  in  you,  Reverend  Father,  a  safe  guide.  I  realise, 
too,  how  hard  it  would  be  now  for  me  if  I  could  speak 
to  no  one  and  could  not  be  understood.  How  grateful 
I  must  be  to  the  good  God  for  having  cared  so 
lovingly  for  me  in  this  respect.  I  write  to  you  as 
always  in  the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary. 

One  evening  when  I  was  at  the  foot  of  the  altar  so  near 
to  my  beloved  Saviour,  and  was  shedding  bitter  tears 
of  sorrow  for  my  sins  and  for  the  sins  of  others,  sud¬ 
denly  my  Saviour  stood  before  me  and  showed  me  his 
most  Sacred  Wounds.  At  the  sight  of  the  Wounds 
that  seemed  still  quite  fresh,  my  pain  was  so  great 
that  I  do  not  know  how  I  did  not  die  of  it  on  the  spot. 
What  more  passed  in  my  soul  I  cannot  say;  my 
Jesus  alone  knows  this,  he  saw  the  exceedingly  great 
grief  of  my  soul.  I  was  still  looking  with  grief  and 
wonder  at  my  beloved  Saviour,  wounded  for  love  of 
me,  when  these  precious  Wounds,  no  longer  bleeding 
but  beaming  with  indescribable  splendour,  shone  on 
me  and  filled  me  with  a  blissful  rapture.  I  felt  myself 
so  rich  in  heavenly  treasures  that  it  seemed  to  me  I 
could  share  them  with  everyone,  and  I  asked  my 
beloved  Saviour  if  I  might  do  so.  He  then  said  to 
me:  “These  fountains  of  grace  are  open  to  all  at 
all  times,  and  those  who  drew  near  to  them  would  find 
all  they  need  as  well  as  such  treasures  as  enrapture 
you ;  but  only  a  few  know  this,  and  fewer  still  draw 
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near  to  these  sources  of  salvation.  But  do  you  share 
this  pain  with  me.”  I  shared  and  continue  to  share 
this  pain  with  my  beloved  Saviour;  since  then  I  have 
shed  so  many  tears  that  my  eyes  have  become  very  - 
weak  and  my  cheeks  seem  to  be  burnt.  I  feel  an  ex¬ 
ceedingly  great  pity  for  poor  sinners  and  unfaithful 
souls,  and  would  be  ready  to  make  any  sacrifice  for 
them. 

I  learned  much  more  concerning  this,  but  it  would 
perhaps  take  too  long  to  tell  you  everything.  But  be 
thou  for  ever  praised  and  glorified,  my  beloved 
Saviour,  for  having  opened  to  me  these  priceless  foun¬ 
tains  of  grace  and  for  having  drawn  me  to  them  ! 

Another  day  when  I  had  been  much  occupied  with 
business  of  various  sorts  and  had  indulged  in  a  cer¬ 
tain  amount  of  disquiet,  repose  and  recollection  filled 
my  soul  in  prayer  and  I  was  unspeakably  happy. 
Then  I  fell  again  into  that  state  you  know  about.  I 
rested  in  God,  who  said  to  me:  “  Here  you  are  in 
perfect  safety ;  repose  in  my  rest  and  my  love  shall 
cover  you  ;  anxiety  and  disquiet  will  never  be  the  por¬ 
tion  of  those  who  give  themselves  up  entirely  to  me.” 

How  blessed  were  these  moments,  but  how  short ! 
And  how  indescribably  great  is  the  pain  when  the 
poor  soul  returns  to  its  natural  state  and  finds  that  it 
is  still  in  this  place  of  banishment  and  has  to  occupy 
itself  with  exterior  things.  Thou  alone,  my  Jesus,  and 
those  who  have  experienced  it,  see  and  know  this 
pain.  Then  it  is  a  necessity  and  a  relief  for  the  soul 
to  have  other  sufferings  and  pain. 

What  I  am  now  going  to  tell  you  happened  already 
some  time  ago.  At  the  priest’s  Communion  I  had  an 
exceedingly  great  desire  to  be  united  with  my  beloved 
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Saviour  in  Holy  Communion,  and  because  my  long¬ 
ing  could  not  be  satisfied,  I  gave  myself  up  to  my 
sorrow.  Suddenly  my  soul  was  filled  with  a  wonderful 
light,  and  in  that  same  instant  my  sorrow  was  turned 
into  joy.  I  saw  God  in  my  soul,  but  quite  differently 
from  the  way  in  which  I  see  him  in  my  soul  in  prayer 
or  during  the  day.  How  it  was  I  cannot  tell.21  He 
spoke  in  the  most  loving  way  to  me.  “  See  how  I  am 
in  your  soul  to  satisfy  your  longing  !” 

My  soul,  in  fact,  was  at  that  moment  completely 
satisfied,  so  that  nothing  remained  for  me  to  desire. 
Since  that  time  my  longing  for  Holy  Communion  is 
not  less  great,  but  quieter  and  calmer.  I  often  feel  the 
same  effect  as  if  I  had  really  received  my  beloved 
Saviour  in  Holy  Communion.  Oh,  my  good  Lord 
and  Master,  how  can  I  ever  love  thee  enough  ?  For 
me  thou  art  only  love  ! 

Reverend  Father,  I  have  told  you  this  as  well  as  I 
could;  you  will  all  the  same  understand.  Next  time 
I  will  tell  you  for  my  own  peace  of  mind  something 
of  the  different  states  in  prayer — for  it  is  not  always 
the  same  with  me — and  also  how  I  act.  I  do  not  think 
it  can  always  be  called  contemplation,  yet  vocal  prayer 
and  the  ordinary  meditation  are  almost  impossible  as 
you  will  see. 

Help  me,  Father,  to  cleanse  and  purify  my  soul 
so  that  I  may  not  be  quite  so  unworthy  of  familiar 
intercourse  with  my  divine  Spouse. 

Received  April  22,  1856. 

Formerly,  Reverend  Father,  I  liked  speaking  of 
God  and  spiritual  things ;  later  on  I  often  found  it 
hard  to  talk  to  creatures  but  found  speaking  to  the 
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dear  God  exceedingly  sweet ;  now,  however,  I  cannot 
converse  even  with  him,  my  Sovereign  Good,  but  my 
soul  reposes  in  him  in  deep  recollection  and  silence. 

The  mind  does  not  think  nor  the  will  desire.  The 
wishes  of  the  soul  are  gratified,  it  enjoys,  as  it 
appears,  the  happiness  of  the  Blessed,  it  reposes  in 
him  whom  above  all  it  loves.  It  cannot  describe  what 
it  here  tastes  and  feels,  and  what  its  beloved  Lord 
and  Master  says  to  it  increases  its  repose  and  fills  it 
with  delight.  If,  when  I  was  in  this  state,  I  wished 
to  pray  or  to  meditate,  like  one  who  tries  to  pray  or 
read  when  overcome  with  drowsiness  and  falls  asleep 
in  the  process,  I,  too,  should  fall  into  this  blissful 
sleep.  This  state  is  of  great  use,  for  even  during  the 
day  great  peace  fills  my  soul  and  in  the  depths  of  it 
I  see  and  taste  God  uninterruptedly.  This  does  not, 
however,  prevent  me  from  fulfilling  my  duties,  but, 
on  the  contrary,  helps  me  to  fulfil  them  with  greater 
love.  Also  nothing  frightens  me  or  surprises  me 
whatever  may  happen,  for  how  could  this  be  possible  ? 

Oh,  my  good  Lord  and  Master,  who  would  not 
abandon  himself  entirely  to  thy  guidance,  as  wise  as 
it  is  loving  ?  He  alone  is  in  perfect  safety  even  on  the 
storm-tossed  sea,  for  at  thy  word  the  storm  is  stilled 
and  there  follows  a  great  calm.  How  often  have  I  not 
experienced  this !  Be  thou  for  ever  praised  and 
glorified  for  this,  my  beloved  Lord  and  Master  I 

Sometimes,  however,  I  am  not  silent  in  prayer  but 
speak  with  my  beloved  Saviour  and  pour  out  all  my 
heart  to  him.  The  lively  faith,  deep  trust,  and,  above 
all,  the  burning  love  that  fill  my  heart,  do  not  let 
me  doubt  that  my  beloved  Saviour  is  with  me.  The 
soul  here  enjoys  great  bliss,  for  it  is  with  its  divine 
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Spouse  in  order  to  converse  most  familiarly  with  him 
with  the  firm  conviction  that  it  will  be  heard  and 
understood ;  on  its  part  it  also  hears  and  understands 
its  Beloved.  At  times  I  fear  I  am  too  familiar  with 
my  beloved  Saviour,  but  I  cannot  help  it,  for  he  makes 
the  advances  and  draws  me  in  a  wonderful  manner 
to  himself.  If  in  this  state  it  is  less  difficult  to  say 
vocal  prayers  or  to  meditate,  great  exertion  and  self¬ 
conquest  are  all  the  same  needed  in  order  to  do  so. 

At  other  times  during  prayer  I  am  in  a  state  that 
I  find  difficult  to  describe.  I  generally  fall  into  it 
suddenly,  often  after  Holy  Communion.  My  soul  is 
quite  lost  in  God,  and  what  it  sees  and  tastes  in  him 
fills  it  with  such  rapture  that  it  can  hardly  bear  it 
and  cries  out :  “  It  is  too  much,  my  Lord  and  God, 
far  too  much  !”  In  its  ecstatic  joy  the  soul  scarcely 
knows  what  it  is  doing ;  it  would  gladly  share  its  joy 
with  others  and  enrich  them  with  its  treasures, 
especially  would  it  wish  to  make  him  known  in  whom 
it  has  found  them.  Thou  alone,  my  beloved  Saviour, 
knowest  what  marvels  thou  dost  effect  in  the  most 
hidden  parts  of  the  soul !  If  I  were  in  such  a  state 
as  this  during  prayer,  I  should  need  to  overcome  my¬ 
self  very  much  before  I  could  occupy  myself  with  tem¬ 
poral  and  exterior  things.  I  should  almost  like  to  say 
that  it  is  a  sort  of  martyrdom  for  the  soul ;  but  all  the 
same,  even  if  it  were  harder  still,  I  should  not  wish 
to  neglect  my  duties  in  any  way.  After  this  state  my 
desire  for  suffering  is  insatiable.  Pain  and  suffering 
are  then  a  necessity  for  the  soul,  and  that  is  why  it 
says,  “  To  suffer  or  to  die  !”  My  longing  for  perfect 
union  with  my  divine  Spouse  then  constantly  in¬ 
creases.  The  poor  exiled  soul  sighs  and  pants  con- 
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tinually  for  its  Sovereign  Good.  Sometimes,  how¬ 
ever,  during  the  day  I  am  in  such  a  blissful  state  as 
I  have  just  described  but  in  a  far  lower  degree.  Then 
I  have  to  watch  carefully  over  myself  or  I  should 
betray  myself. 

This,  Father,  is  what  I  believed  I  ought  to  tell  you. 
Please  tell  me  if  you  wish  to  know  more  or  have 
further  details  on  any  point.  From  henceforward  I 
will  be  very  frank  and  obedient;  I  have  promised  this 
to  my  beloved  Saviour.  In  my  first  free  moments  I 
will  tell  you  the  special  thing.  In  spite  of  my  great 
unfaithfulness  and  disquiet  my  beloved  Saviour  has 
lately  given  me  great  graces. 


Received.  May  19,  1856. 

Some  time  ago  when  you  would  not  grant  my 
request  to  give  myself  up  more  to  prayer,  I  was 
troubled  and  complained  to  my  beloved  Saviour  as 
if  a  wrong  were  being  done  me.  While  I  was  con¬ 
versing  so  frankly  and  familiarly  with  him,  my  good 
Lord  and  Master  stood  before  me.  I  was  not  afraid, 
for  as  I  made  my  complaint  I  was  quite  convinced 
that  he  was  near  me.  My  beloved  Saviour  then  said 
very  gently  and  kindly  :  “  Why  are  you  sad  and 
afraid  of  being  separated  from  me?  See,  I  am  always 
with  you ;  you  will  find  me  in  the  depths  of  your  soul ; 
you  alone  can  make  me  leave  you.  Obey  and  conceal 
nothing.”  The  sight  of  my  dear  Master  and  these 
words  from  his  divine  Mouth  filled  my  soul  with  un¬ 
speakable  joy  and  delight.  I  cannot  describe  my  state 
during  the  whole  of  that  day.  I  was  quite  lost  in  my 
Jesus  and  in  his  love;  I  saw,  heard,  and  tasted  him 
alone ;  how  else  could  it  have  been  ? 
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Another  time  I  was  kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the  altar 
deeply  penetrated  with  happiness  at  being  a  child  of 
the  one,  true,  holy  Church.  I  became  deeply  troubled 
at  the  thought  of  the  many  pining  away  in  misery  in 
a  strange  land  far  from  their  Father’s  home.  I  wept 
much  and  entreated  my  beloved  Saviour  not  to  let 
so  many  souls  be  lost  which  he  had  bought  so  dearly 
with  his  precious  Blood.  My  grief  kept  on  increasing, 
as  also  my  longing  to  save  souls  and  to  console  our 
Mother,  Holy  Church.  For  this  I  would  willingly 
have  been  annihilated. 

After  some  time  I  grew  calmer.  It  seemed  as  if  my 
prayer  had  been  heard.  Suddenly  my  beloved  Saviour 
stood  before  me,  showing  me  his  adorable  Wounds. 
I  cried  out :  “  My  Saviour  !”  What  else  passed  in  me 
and  how  long  in  rapturous  joy  I  contemplated  my 
dear  Lord  and  Master  I  cannot  say.  He  himself 
aroused  me  from  this  state  by  saying:  “See  the 
Fountains  of  all  grace.  Quench  your  longing  here  and 
draw  for  those  who  are  unable  to  do  so.  Bring  souls 
to  these  well-springs  of  life.’’ 

Oh,  goodness  and  mercy  of  my  Redeemer  !  Who 
can  measure  the  excess  of  thy  love  !  I  saw  not  only 
the  adorable  Wounds  of  my  beloved  Saviour,  but 
perceived  in  them  infinite  treasures  of  love,  mercy, 
and  patience.  When  my  beloved  Saviour  had  with¬ 
drawn  from  my  sight,  I  should  have  liked  to  tell  the 
whole  world,  to  call  everyone  to  hasten  to  these 
springs  of  salvation  in  order  therein  to  find  life.  But 
the  next  day  I  should  have  wished  to  hide  it  not  only 
from  the  whole  world,  but  even  from  myself.  I  was 
so  ashamed  of  myself ;  I  could  not  tell  myself  that  it 
was  all  illusion,  I  was  too  certain  of  the  truth ;  even 
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now  I  can  scarcely  grasp  what  took  place  in  me. 
Since  then,  Father,  I  am  afraid  when  anyone  says 
the  word  Wound  in  my  presence,  my  soul  is  then  so 
deeply  moved  I  can  scarcely  help  showing  it. 

Who  am  I?  You  know,  Reverend  Father — an  un¬ 
grateful,  unfaithful,  perverse  creature  who  misuses 
so  many  graces,  co-operates  with  so  few.  And  my 
beloved  Saviour  stoops  down  so  low  to  me  ! 

Another  time,  I  had  not  given  myself  up  so  much 
to  prayer  during  the  day  as  I  am  allowed  (I  was  not 
feeling  well  and  paid  too  much  attention  to  nature), 
and  the  next  day  I  was  reproaching  myself  bitterly 
for  this.  Suddenly  my  beloved  Saviour  stood  before 
me ;  at  the  same  moment  I  saw  very  clearly  my  weak¬ 
ness  and  unfaithfulness,  and  my  grief  was  intense. 
My  Jesus  said  to  me,  “Will  you  also  leave  me?” 
These  words  of  my  good  Lord  and  Master,  spoken 
with  extreme  gentleness,  pierced  my  heart  through 
and  through.  I  burst  into  tears,  and  although  my 
Jesus  was  no  longer  visibly  there,  I  thought  I  could 
still  see  and  hear  him.  By  this  I  realised  how  great 
is  the  desire  of  my  beloved  Saviour  to  converse  with 
souls,  to  enrich  them  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace, 
and  so  to  satisfy  his  unspeakably  loving  Heart.  Some 
time  ago,  Father,  my  beloved  Saviour  had  already 
shown  me  this ;  this  is  why  I  so  greatly  long  to  give 
myself  up  to  prayer  and  to  him  in  prayer,  not  for  my 
own  happiness  or  to  satisfy  my  longing,  but  to  satisfy 
the  longing  of  my  beloved  Saviour,  otherwise  I  must 
be  deceiving  myself  and  allowing  myself  to  be  blinded 
by  self-love ;  may  my  Jesus  not  allow  this  to  be  the 
case  ! 

Father,  I  have  still  something  to  tell  you,  but  allow 
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me  to  do  that  next  time  and  now  say  something  about 
my  interior  state. 

I  am  still  not  always  able  to  repress  and  overcome 
the  interior  disquiet  and  anxiety ;  but  this  disquiet 
and  anguish  of  soul  is,  I  might  almost  say,  wonder¬ 
ful,  as  also  is  the  state  that  follows  it,  only  with  this 
difference,  that  in  the  former  the  soul  tastes  unspeak¬ 
able  pain  and  in  the  latter  unspeakable  joy.  After  the 
unrest  my  repose  is  as  great  as  its  opposite  had  been, 
or  even  greater.  When  I  am  in  either  of  these  states 
I  can  hardly  even  picture  the  other  to  myself.  Since 
you  reassured  me  I  am  calmer  in  my  unrest.  If  only 
I  do  not  offend  the  dear  God  and  am  not  separated 
from  him,  then  he  may  do  with  me  what  he  likes.  I 
will  be  very  obedient,  and  then  I  shall  be  going  in 
the  straight  and  safe  way. 


Received  June  26,  1856. 

The  week  before  last  my  soul  was  for  several  days 
filled  with  anguish  and  disquiet.  It  seemed  to  me 
certain  that  everything  unusual  that  has  happened  to 
me  was  only  illusion  and  deception,  that  my  con¬ 
fidence  was  presumptuous  and  my  repose  false  and 
dangerous.  It  seemed  as  if  I  had  no  longer  any  faith, 
hope,  or  love,  and  as  if  it  would  be  impossible  ever 
again  to  come  out  of  this  state.  I  was  in  this  condi¬ 
tion  on  Thursday  evening,  and  I  was  afraid  to  spend 
several  hours  in  the  church  before  the  Blessed 
Sacrament.  I  could  not,  however,  bring  myself  to 
decide  not  to  do  so.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  spent 
several  most  painful  hours  without  being  able  to  leave 
my  place.22  Thou,  my  beloved  Saviour,  wert  witness  of 
the  unspeakable  anguish  of  my  soul.  I  remembered 
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what  my  confessor  had  told  me  formerly  when  I  was 
suffering  interiorly.  He  said  then  :  “  Be  at  ease.  You 
are  sharing  in  the  Death  Agony  of  Jesus  in  the 
Garden  of  Olives.”  But  it  seemed  to  me  that  this  was 
not  the  case  now,  for  I  believed  myself  to  be  not 
merely  at  a  distance  from  my  beloved  Saviour,  but 
actually  separated  from  him. 

The  next  morning  I  was  to  receive  the  infinitely 
holy  God  in  Holy  Communion.  I  scarcely  dared 
think  of  it,  I  felt  so  abandoned.  I  appealed  to  the 
infinite  mercy  of  God,  and  gave  myself  up  to  him,  to 
remain  all  my  life  in  this  state  if  such  should  be  his 
holy  will. 

On  the  following  day,  up  till  the  time  for  Mass, 
I  was  in  the  same  state;  then  my  soul  was  filled  with 
repose  till  the  Consecration,  when  I  was  suddenly 
plunged  into  the  blissful  state  I  have  several  times 
described  to  you.  I  saw  my  beloved  Saviour  in  the 
excess  of  his  love,  offering  himself  up  for  us  to  his 
heavenly  Father.  I  saw  something  else,  but  give  me 
leave,  Reverend  Father,  to  pass  over  it  in  silence.23 
Never,  so  it  seemed  to  me,  did  my  beloved  Saviour 
belong  so  entirely  to  me  and  I  to  him  as  now.  On 
this  day  and  on  some  of  those  that  followed  my  soul 
was  so  entirely  satisfied  that  I  longed  neither  for 
union  with  my  beloved  Saviour  in  Holy  Communion 
nor  for  the  perfect  union  in  our  heavenly  fatherland. 
I  have  not,  I  think,  ever  before  been  in  such  a  state 
but  I  cannot  exactly  describe  it. 

Last  week  my  beloved  Saviour  also  allowed  me 
several  times  in  the  most  Holy  Sacrament  of  the  Altar 
to  see  his  unspeakable  love  for  men.  This  sight  en¬ 
raptured  me,  and  I  felt  such  a  fire  that  it  seemed  as 
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though  it  would  consume  me  altogether.  I  think  that 
unless  I  had  had  supernatural  strength  given  me  I 
could  not  have  borne  this  state  for  any  length  of  time 
without  dying.  My  Jesus  did  not  wish  this,  for  he 
said  to  me:  “This  love  which  you  have  seen  is 
scarcely  known,  and  still  less  is  it  returned,  but  you 
must  love  it  and  make  it  known.’’ 

My  Jesus  alone  knows  what  I  felt  at  this  moment; 
love,  grief,  and  shame  filled  my  heart.  If  only  I  could 
have  returned  this  love  with  an  equal  love,  but  I 
realised  the  utter  imperfection  of  my  love  and  yet 
my  beloved  Saviour  wished  for  it !  My  longing  to 
win  souls  for  this  God  of  Love  was  so  great  that  I 
would  gladly  have  given  my  life  for  each  one.  If  only 
I  could  make  this  love  of  Jesus  which  I  have  seen 
known  to  every  single  person  !  They  could  not  refuse 
him  their  heart  nor  withstand  such  love.  On  this  day, 
and  on  those  that  followed,  my  soul  was  so  moved 
with  love  and  grief  and  I  felt  such  a  fire  in  my  heart 
that  I  could  scarcely  bear  it  any  longer.  I  should 
have  been  very  glad  to  speak  to  you  in  order  to  get 
some  relief,  for  when  I  drew  near  to  my  beloved 
Saviour  this  state  increased,  and  several  times  I  had 
to  use  all  my  strength  to  withstand  him  at  a  time 
when  I  might  not  give  myself  up  to  him.  I  do  not 
know,  Father,  if  you  understand  me — I  hope  so,  for 
however  hard  it  may  be,  I  must  tell  you,  I  can  no 
longer  keep  everything  to  myself,  and  my  beloved 
Saviour  does  not  wish  me  to  do  so.  I  will  walk  in  the 
straight  path  of  obedience  and  then  nothing  can 
separate  me  from  my  good  Lord  and  Master. 
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In  the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary  I  will  tell  you  what 
I  kept  silence  about  the  last  time  I  wrote,  and  some 
other  things  as  well. 

When,  during  holy  Mass,  I  saw  my  beloved 
Saviour  offering  himself  up  for  us  with  unspeakable 
love,  I  saw,  too,  that  my  Saviour  as  a  Sacrifice  did 
not  belong  to  everyone,  and  that  the  share  which  each 
soul  present  had  in  this  sublime  offering  was  varied 
according  to  its  state  and  disposition. 

I  saw,  too,  how  my  beloved  Saviour  gave  himself 
up  to  me  and  for  me.  My  soul  was  intoxicated  with 
joy  at  that  moment,  but  what  it  felt  I  cannot  describe, 
my  Jesus  alone  knows  this.  On  this  and  on  the  follow¬ 
ing  days  my  soul,  on  fire  with  longing  for  God,  was 
completely  satisfied.  I  possessed  my  heavenly  Bride¬ 
groom  without  being  able  to  fear  separation  or  even 
distance  from  him.  I  had  a  share  in  the  joy  of  the 
blessed  in  their  heavenly  fatherland  who  cannot  fear 
to  lose  their  Sovereign  Good.24 

Father,  if  only  I  could  inspire  everyone  with  deep 
reverence  and  burning  love  for  my  beloved  Saviour 
in  this  mystery  of  wondrous  love  !  If  I  could  win  all, 
all  hearts  to  offer  them  to  him  as  a  sacrifice  of  love 
in  return  ! 

I  cannot  tell  you  how  much  I  suffer  because  such 
indescribable  love  meets  with  so  little  or  no  return. 
My  grief  is  very  great  when  I  see  that  people  care  so 
little  for  such  exceedingly  great  treasures.  If  the  great 
ones  of  the  earth  and  all  those  who  strive  after  riches, 
honour,  and  pleasure  could  drink  only  once  from  this 
fountain  of  pure  delight  they  would  never  again  thirst 
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for  them.  I  find  everything,  everything  here  in  this 
source  of  grace ;  even  one  moment  here  at  the  feet  of 
my  beloved  Saviour  I  would  not  exchange  for  all  the 
treasures  of  the  earth.  But  in  the  hearts  of  most  men 
faith  is  so  weak  and,  therefore,  hope  so  wavering  and 
love  so  cold.  This  depends  on  their  own  will,  for  one 
day  when  I  was  praying  to  my  beloved  Saviour  to 
increase  his  holy  love  in  the  hearts  of  men,  he  said 
to  me  :  “  They  do  not  want  it  themselves ;  but  do  not 
leave  off  praying  for  them  all.”  I  understood  my  be¬ 
loved  Saviour  and  realised  also  many  things  concern¬ 
ing  grace. 

One  day  I  had  an  unspeakable  longing  for  my 
Saviour,  and  later  on  in  prayer  I  confided  to  him  the 
pain  I  felt,  and  begged  him  to  leave  me  no  longer  in 
this  place  of  exile.  My  Saviour  appeared  to  me  as  I 
have  already  seen  him  several  times.  My  yearning 
and  longing  were  appeased ;  I  rejoiced  in  blissful  joy 
at  the  feet  of  Jesus.  He  said  to  me  very  gently  and 
kindly:  “  I  know  your  longing  and  your  pain,  and 
I  am  with  you  in  your  exile  to  strengthen  and  to  com¬ 
fort  you.  Give  yourself  up  entirely  to  me.” 

Oh,  blessed  but  short  moments  !  Why  do  you  fly 
so  fast?  My  beloved  Saviour  must  indeed  be  with  me 
to  strengthen  me,  otherwise  I  should  be  consumed 
with  longing  for  perfect  union  with  him  and  with  the 
desire  to  love  him  more  and  to  see  him  more  loved. 

In  such  a  state  I  find  relief  only  in  prayer,  and  not 
always  there ;  at  times  in  prayer  and  through  prayer 
my  yearning  and  longing  are  increased,  and  I  find 
relief  in  suffering.  I  think  also  I  should  find  relief  if 
I  could  tell  everything  to  someone  in  the  same  state 
as  myself,  or  to  one  who  could  understand  me. 
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Father,  there  is  still  something  that  I  want  to  tell 
you,  but  I  am  not  able  to  express  it.  As  soon  as  I 
think  I  can  do  so  I  will  tell  it  to  you. 

I  feel  deeply  ashamed  on  account  of  the  special  com¬ 
munications  made  me  by  my  beloved  Saviour,  and 
also  at  disclosing  them  to  you,  Father.  If  it  is  not 
necessary  for  your  direction  of  me  for  me  to  tell  you 
such  things,  I  beg  you  in  future  to  allow  me  to  keep 
silence  about  them.  Meanwhile,  you  are  acquainted 
with  me  and  know  how  utterly  unworthy  I  am  of  the 
excessive  love  of  God.  You  must  be  amazed  at  the 
condescension  of  my  beloved  Saviour,  no  less  than  at 
my  unfaithfulness  and  ingratitude.  I  beg  you,  Father, 
have  patience  still  with  me,  but  do  not  spare  me. 

Received  November  6,  1856. 

Deep  peace  fills  my  soul,  and  I  see  and  taste  God 
almost  continuously  in  the  depths  of  it  without  being 
thereby  disturbed  in  fulfilling  my  duties.  Only  at 
times  God  draws  me  to  himself  in  such  a  special  way 
and  converses  so  wonderfully  with  me  that  I  hardly 
know  what  I  am  doing  or  in  what  state  I  am ;  I  cannot 
describe  it.  When  I  find  myself  again  in  my  ordinary 
state  I  cry  out  involuntarily:  “My  Lord  and  my 
God !”  Sometimes,  then,  I  immediately  return  to  the 
state  I  have  just  described,  but  sometimes  I  feel  an 
indescribably  great  pain  at  finding  myself  still  in  the 
place  of  my  exile.  Then  I  can  only  weep  and  long  for 
more  perfect  union  with  my  divine  Spouse. 

I  recognise  more  clearly  than  before  the  greatness 
of  my  sins,  those  of  the  past  as  well  as  the  daily  ones, 
and  I  feel  very  great  pain  on  account  of  them,  with¬ 
out,  however,  my  peace  being  disturbed  or  my  con- 
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fidence  lessened.  For  if  I  see  the  greatness  of  my 
guilt,  I  see  far  more  clearly  the  mercy,  goodness,  and, 
above  all,  the  love  of  God.  If  I  draw  near  to  this,  my 
guilt  disappears,  and  there  remains  only  a  sorrow  as 
sweet  as  it  is  profound.  Oh,  incomprehensible  love  of 
my  God  !  When  will  the  day  come  when  I  can  return 
it  as  I  desire? 

At  the  foot  of  the  altar  also,  so  near  to  my  beloved 
Saviour,  I  taste  once  more  unspeakable  delight.  Then 
I  can  say  nothing  but  :  “  My  beloved  Saviour  !”  Yet 
without  words  I  entreat  him,  and  I  am  sure  of  being 
understood  by  my  beloved  Saviour.  The  soul  here 
realises  the  utter  nothingness  of  all  the  pomp  and 
grandeur  of  the  world.  How  vain  and  contemptible 
they  appear  1  But  it  also  feels  pain  because  it  cannot 
convince  everyone  of  this.  One  moment  with  thee,  my 
beloved  Saviour,  infinitely  outweighs  all  the  joys  of 
the  world. 

I  should  tell  you  more,  Father,  concerning  my  inner 
life,  but  I  can  do  it  another  time.  And  now  this  is 
what  I  ought  to  have  told  you  before  :  — 

One  day  when  my  soul  was  in  great  anguish  on 
account  of  the  temptation  you  know  about,  I  asked 
God  to  protect  me  from  my  enemies  and  from  his, 
and  to  grant  that  I  should  not  be  separated  from  him 
by  the  smallest  sin.  Gradually  my  soul  grew  calmer 
until  I  was  plunged  in  deep  repose.  What  I  now  felt 
after  so  many  storms,  I  cannot  say;  it  was  unspeak¬ 
ably  well  with  me.  Thou,  my  beloved  Saviour,  wert 
witness  of  my  struggles,  however  impossible  this 
seemed  to  me,  for  I  had  felt  utterly  cut  off  from  thee. 
But  now  thou  alone  knowest  what  joy  filled  my  soul. 
When  I  was  in  this  state  I  suddenly  saw  how  from 
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all  sides  arrows  were  aimed  at  me,  but  they  could  not 
reach  me,  and  fell  harmless  to  the  ground.  My  repose 
was  not  in  the  least  disturbed  at  this  sight ;  it  seemed 
to  me  as  if  I  were  sinking  ever  deeper  into  God,  and 
were  surrounded  by  him  as  by  a  strong  wall,  on  which 
account  these  arrows  could  not  reach  me.  God  then 
said  to  me  :  “  Why  did  you  hesitate  and  fear?  Give 
yourself  up  to  me  and  you  are  in  perfect  security,  for 
I  am  protecting  you.”  I  am  not  able  to  say  what 
further  passed  in  me.  Thou,  my  God,  my  Supreme 
Good,  alone  knowest  this. 

The  next  day  the  temptations  and  other  interior 
sufferings  were  renewed,  even  that  which  the  day 
before  had  enraptured  me  now  led  to  increased 
anguish,  for  I  thought  it  might  be  an  illusion,  other¬ 
wise  how  could  such  horrible  things  present  them¬ 
selves  to  my  mind?  This  state  lasted  for  a  whole 
week,  the  most  painful  week  of  my  life.  As  my 
anguish  reached  its  climax  I  sought  some  repose  in 
prayer — it  was  on  a  Sunday — and  I  found  it,  for  I 
was  filled  with  an  exceedingly  sweet  repose.  What  I 
must  now  tell  you  I  find  very  difficult,  but  I  will  do 
it  for  the  love  of  my  beloved  Saviour,  whom  I  obey 
in  your  person.  My  beloved  Saviour  stood  before  me 
surrounded  with  a  bright  light;  this  light  came  from 
him  and  was  shed  by  him.  He  was  so  burning  with 
love  that  my  heart  seemed  quite  consumed  by  it.  My 
beloved  Saviour  was  very  near  to  me,  and  he  gave 
me  of  this  love  which  caused  me  a  sweet  and  wonder¬ 
ful  pain.  This  pain  I  still  feel  to-day,  but  not  so 
intensely.  My  beloved  Saviour  said,  with  marvellous 
gentleness:  “Fear  not!  You  are  altogether  mine.” 
Never,  Father,  have  I  felt  such  bliss  as  at  that  moment. 
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Since  then  I  seem  to  be  always  hearing  these  un¬ 
speakably  sweet  words  from  the  mouth  of  my  divine 
Spouse.  It  seemed  to  me  that  I  had  never  been  so  near 
to  my  beloved  Saviour  before,  and  that  he  had  never 
treated  me  with  such  intimacy.  This  was  too  much  for 
a  soul  in  this  mortal  life,  and  especially  for  such  a 
sinful  creature  as  I  am.  I  said  to  my  Beloved  :  “  My 
Saviour,  hast  thou  quite  forgotten  what  I  was  and 
what  I  am  ?”  But  this  question  only  brought  me  fresh 
caresses.  I  can  only  be  amazed  and  annihilate  my¬ 
self  when  I  think  of  such  incomprehensible  love  and 
of  my  unfaithfulness  and  ingratitude. 

I  could  not  conceal  this  time  that  something  un¬ 
usual  had  happened  to  me;  they  told  me  I  was  look¬ 
ing  quite  exhausted;  I  felt  it  indeed.  I  also  found  it 
very  hard  to  speak,  and  I  hardly  understood  what 
others  were  saying ;  but  this  was  only  on  the  day 
itself. 

Father,  I  ought  to  tell  you  other  things  that 
happened  to  me  at  this  time,  but  allow  me  to  keep 
silence  about  them.  Besides,  I  cannot  well  find  time; 
I  take  so  long  and  need  so  many  words  in  order  to 
make  myself  at  all  understood.  I  cannot  express 
myself  clearly  when  it  is  a  case  of  ordinary  things, 
how  could  I  do  so  in  these  matters?  When  I  read 
over  what  I  have  written  here  I  know  what  I  meant 
to  say  by  it,  but  have  not  said  because  I  could  not. 

Received  November  14,  1856. 

Yesterday  evening,  Father,  I  was  very  much  dis¬ 
turbed  and  uneasy  on  account  of  the  command  given 
me.25  After  the  community  night  prayers,  when  I  was 
in  the  church  near  to  my  beloved  Saviour,  I  told  him 
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the  cause  of  my  grief,  and  asked  his  help.  Then  he 
showed  himself  to  me  as  I  have  several  times  seen 
him.  He  comforted  me  lovingly,  and  said  the  words 
that  a  little  'time  ago  I  had  found  so  entrancing  : 
“Fear  not!  You  are  altogether  mine.”  My  Jesus 
added  to  this  :  “  Give  yourself  up  entirely  and  make 
no  resistance.”  I  understood  my  beloved  Saviour 
very  well.  Then  I  begged  for  the  grace  of  leading  an 
inner  life  quite  hidden  and  unknown.  My  heavenly 
Spouse  showed  me  his  divine  Heart  burning  with 
love,  and  said  :  “  Here  is  your  hidden  resting-place.” 

You  can  more  easily  imagine  than  I  can  tell  what 
I  then  felt.  First,  I  was  enraptured  with  joy,  then  I 
felt  an  indescribable  longing  for  suffering.  I  begged 
my  beloved  Saviour  earnestly  to  be  allowed  to  suffer 
and  to  be  despised  for  the  love  of  him.  During  this 
time  I  several  times  found  myself  for  some  moments 
in  a  natural  state.  This  was  a  few  minutes  before 
eleven.  It  struck  eleven,  the  time  for  the  Holy  Hour. 
Several  times  already  I  have  had  during  this  time 
some  share  in  the  sufferings  of  my  good  Lord  and 
Master,  but  this  time  it  was  a  pain  I  had  never  experi¬ 
enced  ;  without  special  strength  I  think  I  should  have 
died.  After  some  time  the  pain  gradually  ceased  (what 
sort  of  a  pain  it  was  would  take  too  long  to  describe — 
it  was  a  pain  of  the  soul),  and  I  sank  into  deep  re¬ 
pose.26  When  I  awoke  from  this  as  from  a  blissful 
slumber,  I  experienced  an  increase  of  that  extra¬ 
ordinary  sweet  pain  of  which  I  spoke  the  last  time  I 
wrote;  but  the  pain  I  have  just  described  was  not  of 
this  kind. 

To-day  my  state  was  bitter-sweet;  I  do  not  know  if 
you  understand  me.  I  was  not  disturbed ;  only  at 
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times,  at  the  thought  of  what  you  have  ordered  me  to 
do,  I  was  filled  with  a  sort  of  anguish,  which,  however, 
lasted  only  a  few  moments.  I  am  thoroughly  ashamed 
to  write  this.  A.f.m.b.S.27 


November  15,  1856. 

To-day  I  enjoy  great  peace  of  soul,  and  I  see  God  in 
it  almost  all  the  time.  Several  times,  once  in  the 
presence  of  the  Sisters,  the  dear  God  drew  me  in  a 
wonderful  way  to  himself.  I  spoke  to  you  of  this  in 
my  last  letter,  without,  however,  describing  this  state, 
for  I  am  unable  to  do  so.  It  always  happens  quite 
suddenly,  and  lasts  only  for  a  short  time,  unless  it 
recurs  before  I  return  to  my  natural  state.  Afterwards 
I  feel  great  joy  or  great  pain  at  finding  myself  still  in 
the  place  of  my  exile. 

November  16,  1856. 

This  morning,  after  I  had  been  united  to  my  beloved 
Saviour  in  Holy  Communion,  he  dealt  with  me  in 
quite  a  special  way,  and  showed  me  the  greatness  of 
his  love.  I  was  astonished  at  the  sight,  and  it  seemed 
to  me  that  if  only  the  tiniest  spark  of  it  fell  on  a  person 
he  would  be  altogether  consumed  by  it.  My  divine 
Spouse  said  to  me:  “See,  I  am  yours  with  all  the 
love  at  which  you  are  rightly  amazed.”  Oh,  I  felt 
I  was  rich,  immeasurably  rich  !  I  said  to  my  beloved 
Saviour  :  “  It  is  too  much.  I  cannot  bear  such  great 
rapture.” 

Father,  what  I  here  say  is  nothing  in  comparison 
with  the  reality ;  but  if  I  wanted  to  make  it  clearer  it 
would  take  too  long. 
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November  18,  1856. 

This  morning,  at  the  very  beginning  of  holy  Mass, 
my  soul  was  deeply  penetrated  with  this  marvellous 
secret  of  infinite  love.  For  me  the  most  holy  sacrifice 
was  not  invisible;  I  saw  it  with  wonderful  clearness. 
At  that  moment  I  should  have  liked  to  possess  the 
hearts  of  all  men,  and  wished  that  they  were  enkindled 
with  the  love  of  the  seraphim  that  I  might  offer  them 
as  a  sacrifice  to  my  beloved  Saviour  now  sacrificing 
himself. 

During  this  time  my  soul  was  filled  with  quiet 
rapture.  But  after  my  beloved  Saviour  had  given  him¬ 
self  to  me  in  Holy  Communion  and  rested  in  my 
heart,  I  was  intoxicated  with  joy.  In  my  blissful 
intoxication  I  did  not  know  what  I  was  doing.  I  said  : 
“My  Jesus!  My  divine  Spouse!  It  is  too  much.  I 
cannot  bear  such  intense  rapture.”  I  should  gladly 
have  told  everyone  about  it ;  I  should  have  been 
neither  shy  nor  ashamed  then,  though  later  I  should 
have  been  both.  This  time  was  short,  and  then,  poor 
soul,  who  can  describe  what  it  feels  when  it  once  more 
finds  itself  in  its  natural  state,  and  knows  it  is  still  in 
this  place  of  exile  !  My  Saviour  alone,  and  those  who 
have  experienced  it,  know  all  this. 


November  21,  1856. 

When,  yesterday  evening  after  the  community 
prayers,  I  had  gone  back  to  church  in  order  later 
on  to  make  the  Holy  Hour,  I  was  at  first  happy  to 
be  so  near  my  beloved  Saviour,  and  I  did  nothing ;  it 
was  enough  for  me  to  be  with  him.  Then  I  saw  with 
the  eyes  of  my  soul,  placed  very  distinctly  before  me 
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as  in  a  picture  (I  was  in  a  natural  state),  the  many 
and  great  graces  and  tokens  of  favour  given  me  by 
my  Lord  and  my  God.  Then  as  in  another  picture,  I 
saw  my  unfaithfulness  and  ingratitude,  my  sinfulness 
and  utter  nothingness.  At  first  I  sank  into  a  deep 
wonder,  and  then  fear  and  anguish  filled  my  soul.  It 
seemed  impossible  to  me  that  a  God  so  infinitely  holy 
should  stoop  so  low  as  to  converse  familiarly  with 
such  a  wretched  creature  as  I  clearly  saw  myself  to 
be.  I  struggled  against  fear  and  anguish,  and  wished 
to  tell  my  beloved  Saviour  of  my  grief,  as  I  am 
accustomed  to  do.  But  this  now  seemed  to  me  pre¬ 
sumption  and  pride ;  I  felt  myself  forcibly  kept  back 
from  doing  it,  and  said  in  my  pain  :  “  Is  it  all  only 
illusion  ?  Oh,  beloved  Saviour,  let  me  never  be 
separated  from  thee  and  never  offend  thee.”  It  may 
have  been  a  few  moments  after  I  had  said  these  words 
when  I  fell  into  the  state  of  which  I  have  already 
spoken  to  you.  All  objects  of  sense  were  removed 
from  me  or  I  from  them  ;  a  wonderful  light  surrounded 
me,  and  I  saw  in  it  the  infinite  love  of  God.  I  lost 
myself  at  the  vision  of  this  abyss  of  divine  love.  How 
long  I  saw  this  blessed  sight,  I  do  not  know.  My  Lord 
God  then  said  to  me  :  “  Look  more  on  my  love  than 
on  your  own  nothingness.  Nothing  must  remain  of 
you ;  you  must  cease  to  exist.”  At  this  moment  it  was 
no  longer  I ;  God  was  in  me  and  his  burning  love.28  I 
am  not  able  to  describe  any  more  of  what  then  passed 
in  me. 

Somewhat  later  I  realised  clearly — it  was  more  than 
a  simple  perception — how  great  is  God’s  desire  to 
communicate  with  the  soul,  and  how  great  is  his 
pleasure  in  dealing  familiarly  with  it,  so  that  it  seems 
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as  if  the  soul  gave  something  to  her  Lord  and  God 
when  it  gives  itself  to  prayer,  and  through  prayer  to 
him.  Oh,  incomprehensible  goodness  and  love  1  How 
is  it  possible  that  all  hearts  are  not  won  by  you? 

During  the  Holy  Hour  I  again  shared  the  suffer¬ 
ings  of  my  beloved  Saviour. 

This  morning,  after  I  had  been  most  closely  united 
to  my  divine  Spouse  in  Holy  Communion,  my  soul 
was  enraptured  and  intoxicated  with  joy.  I  think  I 
described  this  state  to  you  in  greater  detail  the  last 
time  I  wrote. 


November  26,  1856. 

This  morning,  during  the  most  holy  sacrifice  of 
the  Mass,  my  beloved  Saviour  communicated  himself 
to  me  in  a  special  way.  At  the  beginning  of  Mass  I 
was  already  deeply  recollected  and  moved.  After  the 
Consecration  I  saw  my  beloved  Saviour.  His  holy 
Wounds  beamed  with  a  marvellous  splendour,  but 
especially  the  Wound  in  his  Sacred  Heart.  It  seemed 
to  me  as  if  something  was  flowing  from  this  Wound 
of  Love.  I  opened  my  mouth  and  received  one  drop 
which  set  me  utterly  on  fire  with  love,  so  that  it 
seemed  to  me  that  if  the  whole  human  race  had  but 
one  little  drop  it  would  be  filled  with  love  for  my 
beloved  Saviour;  I,  therefore,  begged  him  for  this. 
I  was  then  thinking  of  souls  who  know  God  little  or 
not  at  all,  and  who  love  him  still  less.  But  my  Jesus 
said  :  “  The  fountain  of  which  you  have  tasted  is  open 
to  all,  but  they  do  not  approach  it.  Draw  for  yourself 
and  for  them.”  I  did  as  my  beloved  Saviour  told  me, 
and  felt  an  exceedingly  great  desire  for  the  salvation 
and  perfection  of  souls.  I  would  have  liked  to  offer 
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myself  for  everyone,  so  as  to  win  all  for  the  love  of 
Jesus.  I  commended  all  to  this  unspeakably  loving 
Heart  that  so  greatly  enraptured  me. 

My  ordinary  state  since  Friday  has  been  one  of 
suffering,  for  I  have  an  indescribably  great  longing 
for  perfect  union  with  my  divine  Spouse.  During  the 
day  he  conversed  with  me  enough  to  increase  this 
longing,  but  not  enough  to  satisfy  it. 

Out  of  this  longing  springs  much  that  would  be  too 
long  to  describe,  but  which  causes  me  great  interior 
sufferings.  They  are  wonderful  sufferings.  I  had  also 
a  great  desire  for  suffering  of  a  different  kind.  You 
know,  Father,  what  suffering  I  mean.29  Even  this 
desire  I  could  not  satisfy.  I  should  so  like  to  share 
all  the  sufferings  of  my  beloved  Saviour,  such  as  his 
poverty,  his  contempt,  his  pain,  etc.  Believe  me, 
sufferings,  and  especially  humiliations,  are  very 
necessary  for  me.  A.f.m.S.27 


November  28,  1856. 

I  had  scarcely  knelt  down  yesterday  at  the  foot  of 
the  altar,  so  near  to  my  beloved  Saviour,  than  my  soul 
felt  drawn  to  God,  its  Sovereign  Good,  and  rested  in 
him  in  a  blissful  slumber.  I  said  nothing,  did  nothing. 
I  could  not  have  done  anything,  for  God  spoke  words 
of  unspeakable  love  and  kindness  to  me  which  in¬ 
creased  my  repose  and  joy.  This  time  this  state  lasted 
longer  than  usual ;  my  repose  was  deeper  and  my  joy 
greater.  In  this  state,  as  it  seems  to  me,  all  the  powers 
of  the  soul  are  entirely  lost  or  absorbed  in  God.  One 
is  not  able  to  remember  the  world  or  anything  else. 
During  the  Holy  Hour  I  shared  the  sufferings  of  my 
beloved  Saviour;  I  begged  him  urgently  for  this. 
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This  morning,  when  my  divine  Spouse  rested  in  my 
heart  after  Holy  Communion,  my  soul  was  filled  with 
inexpressible  delight.  I  could  scarcely  bear  it,  and 
should  have  liked  to  tell  the  whole  world  of  my  joy 
and  bliss. 

In  this  state  the  soul  scarcely  knows  what  it  does. 
It  seems  to  me  as  if  the  will,  but  not  the  understand¬ 
ing,  were  quite  inflamed  with  the  love  of  God  and  for 
God  and  were  enraptured  with  God,  its  Supreme 
Good.  To-day  I  have  been  all  day  in  such  a  state 
though  in  a  far  weaker  degree.  I  was  not  disturbed 
by  it  in  the  fulfilment  of  my  duties,  though  I  had 
difficulty  in  hiding  my  joy. 

November  30,  1856. 

To-day  my  divine  Spouse  communicated  himself  to 
me  in  a  special  way  after  Holy  Communion.  He  showed 
me  his  boundless  love.  At  the  sight  my  soul  was  filled 
with  inexpressible  joy,  and  felt  a  great  longing  to 
draw  this  abyss  of  love  to  itself  and  to  give  itself  up 
to  it.  Then  my  beloved  Saviour  said  :  “  All  this  love 
is  yours;  give  yourself  up  entirely  to  it.”  At  that 
moment  I  seemed  to  be  consumed  by  a  wonderful 
fire.  My  Jesus,  who  with  the  abyss  of  infinite  love 
rested  in  my  heart,  enkindled  this  fire.  Could  it  be 
otherwise  ? 

What  further  passed  in  my  soul,  and  what  I  did  I 
am  not  able  to  say ;  I  was  plunged  in  a  sea  of  delight 
or  quite  lost  in  it.  In  this  state,  it  seems  to  me,  all 
the  powers  of  the  soul  are  utterly  enraptured  with  God 
and  with  what  it  sees. 
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December  1,  1856. 

To-day  my  Supreme  Good  drew  me  twice  irresistibly 
to  himself ;  it  was  during  my  work.  I  knew  nothing 
more  of  this  world  nor  of  all  it  contains;  I  was  fettered 
to  God  by  blessed  chains.  I  cannot  describe  this  state 
more  minutely.  This  sort  of  thing  seems  to  me  im¬ 
possible  to  describe,  I  think  it  foolish  even  to  want  to 
do  so.  The  powers  of  the  soul  also  are  quite  enrap¬ 
tured  with  God;  I  do  not  know  if  this  expression  is 
correct. 


December  2,  1856. 

To-day  I  saw  and  tasted  God  continuously  in  the 
depth  of  my  soul,  although  I  had  to  busy  myself  with 
different  exterior  occupations.  My  understanding 
recognises  and  my  will  embraces,  loves,  and  tastes 
him.  The  repose  of  my  soul  in  this  state  is  exceed- 
ingly  great,  so  that  even  considerable  disturbance 
would  not  be  able  to  trouble  it. 


December  5,  1856. 

Yesterday  evening  as  I  knelt  for  a  few  moments  at 
the  foot  of  the  altar  my  beloved  Saviour  stood  sud¬ 
denly  before  me.  He  showed  me  his  divine  Heart 
pierced  through  and  through.  With  wonder  and  the 
greatest  pain  I  contemplated  these  precious  Wounds. 
How  long  I  was  in  this  state  I  do  not  know.  Then 
my  beloved  Saviour  said,  “  See  I  This  is  how  my  own 
wound  me  with  their  cold,  stinted  love.  But  if  you 
will,  you  can  heal  these  Wounds.”  “  My  beloved 
Saviour,”  I  said,  in  a  rapture  of  delight,  “give  me 
love,  so  that  I  may  love  thee  with  a  burning  love,  and 
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so  heal  thy  Wounds,  else  I  shall  die  of  grief.”  At 
that  moment  I  felt  an  extraordinarily  great  pain,  and 
it  seemed  to  me  as  if  my  heart  were  wounded  through 
and  through  in  a  wonderful  way ;  the  pain  was  won¬ 
derful,  too.  I  still  contemplated  the  wounded  Heart  of 
my  Saviour.  Then  I  saw  that  one  Wound  after  the 
other  disappeared,  and  at  last  only  one  remained,  from 
which  bright  rays  shone  down  on  me.  I  cannot  say 
what  state  I  was  in  at  this  sight  nor  how  long  it  lasted. 
When  I  found  myself  once  more  in  my  natural  state, 
I  shed  a  flood  of  tears  until  I  was  obliged  to  go  to  bed. 

To-day  my  beloved  Saviour  was  almost  all  the  time 
before  me  as  I  had  seen  him  first,  and  it  seemed  to  me 
that  I  constantly  heard  his  loving  complaint.  My 
state  was  bitter-sweet.  You  understand  me,  Father. 

December  6,  1856. 

To-day,  after  I  had  been  united  to  my  beloved 
Saviour  in  Holy  Communion,  my  soul  experienced 
indescribable  joy.  What  I  saw  and  tasted  far  exceeds 
anything  that  can  be  imagined,  but  I  am  not  able  to 
describe  it.  When  I  once  more  found  myself  in  my 
natural  state,  my  heart  seemed  to  be  consumed  by  a 
wonderful  fire. 

December  8,  1856. 

To-day  my  beloved  Saviour  was  constantly  near  me 
and  conversed  familiarly  with  me,  so  that  my  soul 
was  in  a  rapture  of  delight  all  day  long.  I  could 
scarcely  bear  such  great  happiness ;  on  account  of  this 
I  sometimes  said  to  my  beloved  Saviour:  “Leave 
me,  O  my  divine  Spouse  !  It  is  too  much ;  otherwise 
I  shall  not  be  able  to  live  any  longer.”  In  this  state 

17 


258  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

my  will  was  chained  with  burning  love  to  him,  my 
Sovereign  Good,  but  my  understanding  was  freer. 

December  9,  1856. 

After  Holy  Communion  to-day  I  was  again  in  a 
very  blissful  state.  My  will  was  quite  inflamed  with  a 
marvellous  fire,  and  I  felt  that  this  was  purifying  my 
soul  even  from  the  smallest  stain.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  there  would  be  nothing  great  in  dying  under 
horrible  torments  for  Jesus.  I  felt  an  exceedingly 
great  longing  for  the  salvation  of  souls,  so  that  I 
would  gladly  have  given  my  life  for  each.  I  was  all 
day  long  in  this  state  but  not  in  such  a  high  degree. 

December  12,  1856. 

When  I  was  praying  yesterday  evening  and  medi¬ 
tating  on  the  sufferings  of  my  beloved  Saviour  in  the 
Garden  of  Olives  and  then  thought  of  my  sins  and 
manifold  infidelities,  I  experienced  a  very  great  desire 
to  suffer  much  for  my  beloved  Saviour ;  on  account  of 
this  I  begged  him  very  earnestly  to  let  me  share  in 
the  sufferings  he  endured  in  the  Garden.  I  had 
scarcely  made  my  request  when  I  was  plunged  in  a 
sea  of  suffering.  I  did  not  know  how  to  help  myself ; 
it  seemed  to  me  that  I  could  live  only  a  short  time  in 
this  state.  Only  with  difficulty  could  I  frame  the 
words  :  “  My  Saviour,  do  not  abandon  me.”  This 
state  lasted  till  about  n  o’clock.  The  suffering  then 
gradually  ceased  until  I  found  myself  in  a  state  of 
repose ;  but  I  felt  physically  exhausted.  The  next  hour 
passed  more  quickly  than  the  hour  of  suffering,  but 
during  it  I  could  only  weep,  for  I  had  never  had  so 
clear  an  understanding  as  now  of  the  agony  my 
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beloved  Saviour  endured  in  the  Garden  of  Olives.  So 
I  wept  on  account  of  his  sufferings  and  my  sins,  which 
were  in  part  the  cause  of  his  indescribable  torments. 

To-day  I  have  had  almost  all  the  time  the  Passion 
of  my  Saviour  before  my  eyes.  I  felt  an  extremely 
great  horror  of  the  smallest  sin  and  an  unusually  great 
longing  for  suffering. 

December  14,  1856. 

To-day  my  soul  was  suddenly  enraptured  with  God. 
I  cannot  express  what  it  sees  and  what  takes  place 
within  it  at  the  sight.  It  seems  to  me  as  if  all  the 
powers  of  the  soul  are  entranced  by  this  blissful 
vision.  The  world  and  all  in  it  has  disappeared.  This 
time  this  state  lasted  for  one  short  half-hour.  As  far 
as  I  could  judge,  it  is  more  sublime  than  the  others. 
When  I  returned  to  my  natural  state  my  grief  was 
extremely  great  at  being  still  in  this  place  of  exile  (a 
blissful  state  such  as  this  is  not  always  followed  by 
one  of  such  suffering  and  by  this  longing;  often  for  a 
longer  or  shorter  time  the  soul  is  completely  satisfied), 
my  longing  for  perfect  union  with  my  heavenly 
Spouse  was  unspeakably  great.  How  barren  and 
empty,  then,  is  the  whole  world  to  the  soul ! 


December  18,  1856. 

This  bitter-sweet  state30  lasted  till  this  morning. 
My  longing  for  God  was  several  times  so  great  that  it 
seemed  to  me  as  if  the  soul  would  leave  the  body 
which  holds  it  captive.  I  am  not  able  to  control  this 
ardent  longing.  If  I  could  then  speak  freely — but  I 
should  need  to  be  understood — it  would  give  me  some 
relief,31  During  this  time  my  desire  for  pain  and 
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suffering  was  also  very  great ;  but  sufferings  are  the 
sweet  food  of  love. 

This  morning  I  had  a  burning  desire  to  be  united 
with  my  divine  Spouse  in  Holy  Communion.  I 
begged  him  fervently  to  satisfy  the  longing  of  my 
heart.  My  heart  was  burning  at  that  moment  with 
desire;  but  all  at  once  I  was  placed  in  that  state  of 
which  I  have  already  spoken.  My  divine  Spouse  was 
before  me  in  radiant  splendour  and  looking  at  me 
with  unspeakable  love.  Then  he  said:  “I  am 
altogether  yours.  Remain  with  me  and  I  will  always 
remain  with  you.”  I  felt  at  this  moment  that  I  was 
most  closely  united  with  my  divine  Spouse,  for  won¬ 
derful  things  were  taking  place  in  my  soul.  I  am  not 
able,  Father,  to  tell  you  of  these.  When  I  found 
myself  again  in  my  natural  state  my  soul  was  still 
intoxicated  with  joy.  The  state  just  described  lasted 
less  than  half  an  hour.  The  powers  of  the  soul  were 
completely  chained  to  what  they  saw  and  were  bliss¬ 
fully  enraptured  by  it. 


December  19,  1856. 

Yesterday  evening  when  I  had  been  praying  for  a 
few  minutes  my  soul  was  filled  with  a  deep  and  happy 
repose.  In  this  state  I  saw  and  heard  only  God,  who 
was  speaking  to  me  words  of  untold  sweetness.  I 
listened  to  these  words,  which  filled  me  with  joy  and 
increased  my  repose,  and  I  said  nothing.  I  could  not 
have  spoken.  This  state  lasted  for  over  two  hours. 
Occasionally  I  seemed  to  awake  from  this  blissful 
slumber,  but  after  a  moment  I  sank  back  into  it  more 
deeply  than  before.  It  seems  to  me  that  in  this  state 
the  powers  of  the  soul  are  absorbed  in  God. 
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This  morning,  after  Holy  Communion,  my  soul 
was  again  filled  with  rapture,  but  later  on  I  felt  once 
more  the  ardent  yearning  for  my  beloved  Saviour. 

December  24,  1856. 

From  Friday  till  to-day  I  was  in  the  state  of  suffer¬ 
ing  that  I  described  to  you  in  my  last  letter — unspeak¬ 
able  longing  for  my  divine  Spouse  and  a  burning 
desire  to  love  him  and  to  see  him  loved  by  all.  This 
state  is  a  sweet  torture  for  the  soul. 

But  to-day  I  see  and  hear  him  alone  for  whom  my 
heart  is  thirsting.  Although  I  had  to  occupy  myself 
with  many  and  various  things,  my  soul  was  all  the 
while  rejoicing  in  the  most  familiar  intercourse  and 
conversation  with  my  divine  Spouse.  This  is  too 
much  happiness  for  a  creature  so  weak  and  unworthy 
as  I  am.  But  if  I  remind  my  beloved  Saviour  of  this, 
he  converses  with  me  with  a  still  tenderer  love,  and 
then  it  seems  as  if  I  lived  no  longer  but  Jesus  in  me. 

December  25,  1856. 

Yesterday  evening  God  suddenly  drew  my  soul  to 
him  and  let  me  see  such  marvels  that  I  was  again 
utterly  enraptured.  I  cannot,  however,  express  what 
I  saw  and  felt.  This  state  lasted  this  time  longer  than 
usual.  The  world  and  all  in  it  had  again  entirely 
disappeared. 

To-day  my  state  has  been  the  same  as  yesterday.  I 
saw  and  heard  only  my  beloved  Saviour,  who  spoke 
to  me  words  of  unspeakable  love.  My  soul  was  at 
times  plunged  in  an  ocean  of  joy ;  at  times,  however, 
I  should  have  liked  to  communicate  my  happiness  to 
all  the  world. 
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December  26,  1856. 

As  I  told  you,  my  soul  experienced  all  day  yester¬ 
day  untold  delight.  But  scarcely  had  I  knelt  at  the 
foot  of  the  altar  and  offered  these  hours  to  the 
heavenly  Father  in  union  with  my  beloved  Saviour 
in  the  hours  of  his  Passion  than  my  state  suddenly 
changed  completely.  Anguish,  unrest,  confusion,  and 
darkness  filled  my  soul ;  every  thought  increased  my 
torment,  and  I  did  not  know  what  to  do.  I  felt  utterly 
abandoned  by  God,  so  that  it  seemed  to  me  impossible 
ever  again  to  come  out  of  this  state.  I  remembered 
your  words  and  dared  not  ask  that  this  bitter  chalice 
might  be  removed.  I  said  only  :  “  My  God,  do  with 
me  what  pleases  thee!”  And  again:  “As  long  as 
thou  wilt,  my  God!”  So  long,  that  is,  I  wanted  to 
endure  this  torture.  I  remembered,  too,  the  words  of 
my  former  confessor  in  which  I  had  so  often  found 
strength  :  “  Be  at  rest,  my  child.  You  are  sharing  in 
the  mortal  agony  of  Jesus  in  the  Garden  of  Olives.” 
Now  I  found  neither  consolation  nor  strength  in  the 
thought ;  on  the  contrary,  my  sufferings  continued  to 
increase.  What  a  long  time  this  period  of  suffering 
lasted !  Only  a  few  minutes  before  I  left  did  my  state 
become  somewhat  more  bearable. 

This  morning  I  could  scarcely  believe  that  I  had 
been  yesterday  evening  in  such  a  state;  deep  repose 
now  filled  my  soul,  and  all  day  long  I  found  myself 
in  the  sweet  presence  of  my  beloved  Saviour. 
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December  29,  1856. 

Since  Saturday  deep  repose  fills  my  soul,  and  in 
the  depths  of  it  I  see  all  the  while  God,  my  Sovereign 
Good. 

I  have  already,  I  believe,  told  you  several  things 
about  this  state.  You  will  therefore  excuse  me  from 
doing  so  this  time. 

This  morning  during  holy  Mass  my  Jesus  was 
again  visible  to  me  as  a  Victim  with  his  infinite 
treasures  of  grace.  At  the  sight  I  sank  into  a  blissful 
wonder.  But  I  could  scarcely  have  been  many 
minutes  in  this  state  when  my  beloved  Saviour  gave 
himself  to  me  with  inexpressible  love.  I  cannot  tell 
what  now  took  place  in  my  soul ;  my  divine  Spouse 
alone  knows  what  marvels  he  wrought  in  it. 

When  I  was  once  more  in  my  natural  state  my 
heart  burned  so  much  that  I  could  hardly  bear  it — it 
was  a  sweet  and  altogether  marvellous  fire.  It  grieves 
me  very  much  that  the  faith  of  most  people  in  con¬ 
nection  with  this  mystery  of  unspeakable  love  is  so 
cold.  They  exert  themselves  and  take  great  trouble  to 
get  a  drop  of  fresh  water  and  neglect  to  draw  freely 
from  these  marvellous  fountains.  I  cannot  say  what  I 
have  not  found  there.  Be  thou  for  ever  praised  and 
glorified  for  it,  O  God,  my  Sovereign  Good  ! 

How  very  much  I  am  indebted  to  our  Lord !  If  I 
could  only  love  him  as  I  long  to  do  !  But — oh,  the 
pain  of  it !— I  shall  never  be  able  to  do  this  in  this 
life;  love  is  perfect  only  in  eternal  bliss. 

To-day  I  am  again  consumed  by  yearning  and 
desire,  and  I  cannot  help  it.  Do  you  understand  me, 
Father  ? 
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December  31,  1856. 

(After  confession)  I  thought  of  my  manifold  sins 
and  infidelities.  My  heart  was  deeply  penetrated  with 
contrition  and  pain,  and  I  shed  a  flood  of  tears.  But 
after  some  moments  my  beloved  Saviour  was  again 
near  me.  Although  I  felt  myself  forcibly  drawn  to 
him,  I  exerted  all  my  powers  to  withstand  him  and 
to  busy  myself  with  my  sins — that  is,  with  regretting 
and  bewailing  them.  So  I  struggled  for  several  hours, 
and  I  entreated  my  beloved  Saviour  fervently  to  let 
me  lead  a  hidden,  poor,  and  despised  life.  Mean¬ 
while,  the  longer  I  tried  to  withstand  him  the  harder 
it  became. 

I  cannot  tell  you  what  I  experienced  in  this  struggle. 
I  wished  to  taste  only  of  bitterness,  and  against  my 
will  I  felt  unspeakable  sweetness.  At  last  I  could 
resist  no  more.  All  visible  things  were  taken  from 
me,  and  in  that  same  moment  I  saw  my  beloved 
Saviour  before  me.  He  said  to  me  in  an  indescribably 
loving  way  :  “  Will  you  not  be  altogether  mine,  so 
that  I  may  provide  for  you  and  lead  you  by  whatever 
way  I  will  ?”  “I  will  be  utterly  thine  and  only  thine,” 
I  said,  as  I  surrendered  myself  to  my  beloved  Saviour. 
I  was  at  that  moment  so  unspeakably  happy  1  My 
heavenly  Spouse  was  altogether  mine  and  I  was 
altogether  his.  What  I  did  in  this  state  and  what 
took  place  in  me  I  cannot  say. 


January  1,  1857. 

Yesterday  evening  I  was  kneeling  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar  deeply  grieved  that  God,  my  Sovereign  Good, 
was  being  that  same  night  so  greatly  offended,  and 
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then  I  prayed  fervently  for  the  conversion  of  sinners. 
Suddenly  my  beloved  Saviour  was  before  me  showing 
me  his  Wounds.  At  the  sight  I  sank  into  a  blissful 
wonder.  My  beloved  Saviour  awakened  me  out  of  this 
state  by  saying  :  “  Come  to  the  fountains  of  my  love. 
They  are  open  for  all,  but  few  find  the  way  that  leads 
to  them.  You  have  found  it;  draw  freely  for  yourself 
and  for  others.” 

I  was  so  near  to  these  springs  of  love  of  my  heavenly 
Spouse.  I  did  as  he  said,  and  was  blissfully  enrap¬ 
tured  with  divine  love.32  How  long  this  state  lasted 
I  cannot  say;  I  think  it  was  longer  than  usual.  When 
I  again  found  myself  in  a  more  natural  state,  I  was 
still  as  if  plunged  in  a  sea  of  joy,  and  I  felt  on  fire 
with  a  flame  so  great  and  so  wonderfully  sweet  that 
I  do  not  know  how  I  was  not  consumed  by  it.  Later, 
when  I  was  in  my  natural  state,  I  had  a  great  longing 
for  the  salvation  of  souls  and  for  suffering. 

January  6,  1857. 

To-day  my  soul  was  twice  suddenly  raised  above 
all  earthly  things  and  God,  my  Sovereign  Good,  drew 
it  in  an  inexplicable  manner  to  himself.  It  saw  such 
marvels  in  him  that  I  cannot  describe  them.  I  was  in 
a  blissful  rapture,  quite  lost  in  what  I  saw.  This  state 
lasted  less  than  half  an  hour,  and  then  I  could  only 
pine  and  sigh  for  perfect  union  with  my  heavenly 
Spouse. 

January  9,  1857. 

Yesterday  evening  when  I  was  praying  and  offer¬ 
ing  myself  to  my  beloved  Saviour  to  share  in  his 
sufferings,  suddenly  he  stood  before  me  in  marvellous 
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splendour  and  glory.  The  sight  of  my  glorified 
Spouse  filled  me  with  blissful  rapture  and  my  burn¬ 
ing  thirst  for  him  was  more  than  satisfied;  I  had 
nothing  now  for  which  to  envy  the  blessed  in  heaven. 
My  divine  Spouse  now  said  to  me — Reverend  Father, 
allow  me  to  pass  over  this  in  silence ;  it  concerns  me 
alone.33  I  then  felt  once  more  the  wonderful  sweet 
pain  in  my  heart.  I  have  already  told  you  something 
about  thih.  I  felt,  too,  that  my  heart  was  more  deeply 
wounded  than  ever  with  the  love  of  Jesus ;  it  could 
not  be  otherwise.  After  a  short  hour,  when  I  again 
found  myself  in  my  natural  state,  the  pain  in  my 
heart  continued,  and  though  I  was  scarcely  able  to 
grasp  what  had  happened  to  me,  I  could  not  doubt 
the  truth  of  it.  It  was  unspeakably  painful  to  find 
myself  still  in  this  place  of  exile,  yet  love,  which 
makes  life  so  hard  for  me,  also  enables  me  to  bear  it 
calmly  and  with  resignation,  and  this  satisfies  my 
divine  Spouse. 

January  12,  1857. 

To-day  I  had  an  exceedingly  great  longing  to  be 
united  to  my  beloved  Saviour  in  Holy  Communion, 
and  my  Jesus  had  pity  on  me.  At  the  priest’s 
Communion,  when  my  longing  had  reached  its 
height,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  had  really  received 
him  and  he  were  resting  on  my  heart.34  I  felt  untold 
joy  and  my  heart  was  inflamed  with  a  wonderful  fire. 

January  15,  1857. 

When  I  was  praying  yesterday  evening  I  fell  into 
a  deep  repose  although  I  earnestly  begged  my  beloved 
Saviour  to  grant  me  some  share  in  his  sufferings. 
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This  state  lasted  till  about  eleven  o’clock.  Suddenly 
my  Saviour  was  before  me  as  he  was  in  his  hour  of 
agony  in  the  Garden  of  Olives.  I  had  no  sooner  seen 
my  divine  Spouse  in  so  painful  a  condition  than  my 
soul  became  quite  filled  with  it  and  I  sank  as  it  were 
into  an  ocean  of  suffering.  He  repeated  now  almost 
the  same  words  that  he  had  used  when  I  had  seen  him 
glorified.  I  felt  still  greater  pain — I  do  not  know  how 
it  was  I  did  not  die  of  it — and  I  did  not,  and  could 
not  wish  to  be  freed  from  it.  After  half  an  hour  I 
found  myself  again  in  a  natural  state,  but  my  pain 
was  still  extremely  great. 

January  21,  1857. 

During  the  two  days  that  followed  my  beloved 
Saviour  was  constantly  before  my  eyes  as  I  had  seen 
him  and  I  felt,  too,  constant  pain.  During  the  next 
three  days  I  had  again  great  anguish  of  soul,  for  it 
seemed  to  me  I  was  living  in  illusion  and  blindness. 


January  24,  1857. 

My  interior  uneasiness  and  anguish  of  soul  con¬ 
tinued  till  to-day.  In  the  evening,  however,  when  I 
began  to  pray  the  unrest  vanished  and  deep  repose 
filled  my  soul.  Then  I  was  suddenly  placed  in  the 
state  you  know  of  ;35  at  the  same  moment  I  found 
myself  in  an  immeasurable  space  filled  with  a  marvel¬ 
lous  light.  I  could  see  neither  the  beginning  nor  the 
end,  neither  the  height  nor  the  depth  nor  the  bottom 
of  it.  I  found  myself  hovering  in  this  space  and  ex¬ 
perienced  a  repose  so  deep  and  blissful  that  it  seemed 
I  had  never  felt  the  like  of  it.  Then  God,  my 
Sovereign  Good,  said  to  me  :  “If  you  are  happy  to 
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be  here,  seek  me  alone  and  gaze  on  me  alone  and 
you  will  always  rest  in  me ;  even  in  your  anguish  you 
will  be  in  complete  repose.”  I  now  sank  into  a  still 
deeper  repose  until  I  was  quite  lost  in  God.  When  I 
was  once  more  in  my  natural  state  I  had  a  clear  under¬ 
standing  of  the  few,  but  weighty,  words  which  my 
Lord  and  my  God  had  spoken  to  me. 

It  would  take  too  long  were  I  to  tell  you  what  I  saw 
in  so  clear  a  light.  Thanks  be  to  the  unspeakable 
love  of  my  God  that  he  has  been  pleased  to  instruct 
and  enlighten  me  on  so  important  a  point. 

How  is  it  possible  that  I  still  do  not  give  myself  up 
entirely  to  my  good  Lord  and  Master  ?  When  I  think 
over  this  it  seems  to  me  that  no  ingratitude  can  equal 
mine. 


January  27,  1857. 

To-day  God,  my  Sovereign  Good,  drew  me  sud¬ 
denly  in  an  indescribable  way  to  himself.  At  the  same 
moment  I  felt  again  the  anguish  of  which  I  have 
spoken  to  you.  I  am  able  to  describe  this  state  to  you 
least  of  any,  although  it  is  the  most  blissful.  I  see 
God  with  a  blissful  rapture  and  lose  myself  in  him  or 
in  what  I  see.  Till  now  this  state  has  lasted  at  the 
utmost  for  half  an  hour,  several  times  only  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour.  This  time  it  lasted  for  a  good  half- 
hour,  and  afterwards  I  felt  great  joy  and  sweetness. 

Reverend  Father,  I  have  promised  the  dear  God 
and  you  perfect  and  unconditional  obedience,  and 
with  the  help  of  grace  will  remain  true  to  my  promise. 
I  will,  therefore,  tell  you  now  what  I  kept  silence 
about  in  my  last  writing  (January  9). 

When  my  glorified  Spouse  showed  himself  to  me, 
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he  said  with  unspeakable  love  :  “  Do  you  wish  me  to 
be  your  Spouse?”  I  answered  him:  “What  am  I, 
my  Lord  and  my  God?”  “Of  yourself,”  he  said, 
“  you  are  nothing;  what  you  are,  you  are  through  me. 
But  I  have  chosen  you  for  myself,  and  this  shall  be 
the  token  of  it.”  At  the  same  moment  I  saw  as  it 
were  a  burning  ray  from  the  most  Sacred  Heart  of  my 
divine  Spouse  that  pierced  my  heart.  You  know, 
Father,  what  follows  (January  9). 

When  my  suffering  Spouse  showed  himself  to  me, 
he  repeated  the  former  question,  and  I  answered  him  : 
“  I  desire  thee  only,  my  beloved  Saviour.”  “  If  I  am 
your  portion,  my  sufferings  are  your  portion  also,” 
then  said  my  suffering  Spouse.  “Give  me  all  thy 
sufferings,”  I  cried,  “for  my  greatest  pain  is  to  see 
thee  suffer.”  Father,  you  know  the  rest. 

Received  March  8,  1857. 

One  day,  just  at  the  beginning  of  holy  Mass,  I  was 
deeply  penetrated  by  this  wonderful  mystery  of 
divine  love,  and  immediately  after  the  Consecration 
I  saw  my  beloved  Saviour.  From  his  Sacred  Wounds 
streamed  forth  rays  of  marvellous  splendour.  At  the 
sight  my  soul  was  filled  with  joy.  I  wished  to  draw 
near  him  that  the  rays  might  pour  down  on  me.  Then 
I  saw  how  they  were  spread  out  and  poured  over  those 
present,  but  not  over  all  of  them.  I  next  saw  how  the 
space  was  extended  further  than  the  eyes  could  reach 
and  the  number  of  those  present  was  countless.  In  a 
moment  the  rays  spread  over  all  of  them,  but  very  un¬ 
equally.  I,  too,  had  a  share  in  the  rays  of  grace  from 
my  beloved  Saviour,  and  my  soul  was  plunged  by  it 
in  an  ocean  of  joy.  When  I  found  myself  again  in  a 
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natural  state  my  heart  was  burning  with  so  great  a 
fire  that  I  do  not  know  how  it  was  not  utterly  con¬ 
sumed.  I  had  so  great  a  desire  to  see  everyone 
animated  with  a  truly  living  faith  in  this  Mystery  of 
Love  and  burning  with  ardent  love  for  my  beloved 
Saviour  that  I  would  gladly  have  given  my  life  for 
each  and  for  all. 

A  few  days  later,  after  the  Consecration,  I  again 
saw  my  beloved  Saviour  surrounded  with  indescrib¬ 
able  glory.  Out  of  his  Holy  Wounds,  and  especially 
out  of  the  Wound  in  his  Heart,  I  saw  graces  flowing 
in  wonderful  forms.  At  the  sight  I  sank  into  a  bliss¬ 
ful  wonder.  Then  said  my  beloved  Saviour  :  “  What 
you  here  see  and  do  not  understand  are  the  fruits  of 
my  love  for  men.  Never  forget  what  you  have  seen 
and  seek  for  what  you  need.”  I  understood  my 
beloved  Saviour,  and  was  plunged  into  an  abyss  of 
joy.  When  I  found  myself  again  in  a  natural  state 
I  should  have  liked  to  tell  everyone  what  I  had  seen 
and  to  cry  out  to  all  to  love  him  who  has  so  un¬ 
speakably  loved  and  who  still  loves  them.  I  should 
have  wished  to  love  my  divine  Spouse  with  the  hearts 
of  all  men  and  with  the  love  of  the  seraphim. 

On  the  following  day,  at  the  Communion  of  the 
Faithful,  I  had  an  inexpressible  desire  to  be  united  to 
my  beloved  Saviour  in  Holy  Communion — before  this 
my  longing  was  intense,  but  at  that  moment  it  reached 
its  highest  degree.  Before  the  priest  left  the  altar  to 
give  Holy  Communion  to  the  people  I  felt  the  Sacred 
Host  upon  my  tongue  and  at  the  same  moment  I  ex¬ 
perienced  such  joy  and  rapture  that  I  could  hardly 
bear  it.  I  had  Heaven  !  My  Jesus  in  my  heart !  I 
lived  no  more,  but  he  in  me. 
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One  evening  while  I  was  praying,  deeply  moved  at 
the  thought  of  the  unspeakably  great  love  of  God  for 
men,  I  became  greatly  troubled  at  the  thought  that 
this  love  meets  with  so  little  return.  I  therefore 
earnestly  entreated  the  dear  God  that  all  might  know 
and  love  him.  Suddenly  I  experienced  that  interior 
anguish  of  which  I  have  already  spoken  and  at  the 
same  moment  the  world  vanished  from  me.  A 
marvellous  light  surrounded  me,  and  before  me  I  saw 
a  fathomless  abyss  of  love.  At  the  sight  my  soul  was 
enraptured  and  I  wanted  to  draw  all  this  love  to 
myself  and  to  give  myself  up  entirely  to  it.  Then  God, 
my  Sovereign  Good,  said  to  me:  “  Rejoice  1  For 
know  that  this  Love  which  you  see  and  desire  to  love, 
loves  itself  with  an  infinite  love  and  so  is  worthily 
loved.  Yet  it  wishes  also  to  communicate  itself  to 
men,  but  few  only  receive  it.”  “  Oh,  give  me  all  this 
Love,”  I  cried,  and  God  said  :  “  Give  yourself  up  to 
it  and  you  will  possess  it.”  I  then  lost  myself  in  bliss¬ 
ful  rapture  in  this  abyss  of  divine  Love.  The  state 
lasted  over  an  hour.  When  I  found  myself  again  in 
a  natural  state  I  shed  many  tears,  but  they  were  all 
tears  of  joy  and  sweetness. 

Several  times  also  I  was  raised  above  all  earthly 
things  to  God  and  lost  myself  in  joyous  rapture  in 
him,  my  Sovereign  Good,  and  in  his  infinite  perfec¬ 
tions.  This  is  not  the  state  in  which  I  often  find 
myself  during  prayer  when  the  soul  is  meditating  on 
the  perfections  of  God,  or,  at  the  simple  thought  of 
him,  feels  itself  seized  with  admiration  and  wonder 
and  can  say  nothing,  but  remains  in  this  happy  state 
until  it  is  again  drawn  out  of  it ;  nor  is  it  the  state 
in  which  I  find  myself  when  the  soul,  through  the 
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understanding-,  is  clearly  aware  of  the  presence  of 
God,  the  will  gives  itself  up  to  him  and  the  soul  is 
plunged  in  him  and  loses  itself,  or  reposes  in  him 
and  the  Lord  God  speaks  to  it  words  of  indescribable 
love.  In  these  states  also  the  soul  tastes  great  joy  and 
receives  special  favours  from  God;  but  the  first  state 
is  far  more  sublime.36 

Time  will  not  allow  me  to  tell  you  more  about  this 
now;  I  will  do  so  next  time. 

Lately  on  Thursdays,  before  and  during  the  Holy 
Hour,  I  have  had  various  kinds  of  sufferings.  I  felt 
myself  utterly  abandoned,  full  of  anguish  and  fear, 
or  I  had  a  share  in  the  bitter  Passion  of  my  beloved 
Saviour.  My  soul  then  felt  a  real  death  agony  so  that 
I  thought  I  should  die  of  excessive  anguish  of  soul. 
Once  at  the  very  beginning  of  my  prayer  I  felt  such 
great  sorrow  for  my  sins  that  during  the  whole  time 
I  could  only  cry. 

During  Lent  I  scarcely  ever  lose  the  thought  of  the 
Passion  of  my  beloved  Saviour,  and  my  longing  is 
great  to  be  more  like  him  in  his  state  of  suffering.  I 
suffer  much  at  not  being  able  to  suffer — that  is,  at 
having  no  sufferings  and  at  not  being  allowed  to 
share  in  the  pain  of  my  beloved  Saviour.  It  is  so 
excessively  painful  to  see  one’s  beloved  suffering  and 
not  to  be  allowed  to  share  these  sufferings ;  yet  I  am 
the  guilty  cause  of  them  ! 

It  seems  to  me,  too,  as  if  I  had  never  had  such 
great  horror  and  sorrow  for  my  sins  as  now.  When 
I  have  offended  my  good  Lord  and  Master,  then  I 
greatly  long  to  wash  myself  quite  clean  in  the 
Sacrament  of  Penance  in  order  to  be  pleasing  to  him 
again,  although  I  have  a  firm  confidence  that  already 
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when  I  repent  of  and  bewail  the  sin,  God,  in  his 
infinite  goodness  and  mercy,  pardons  me.  If  only  I 
could  live  without  ever  again  offending  my  beloved 
Saviour  !  No  more  sin,  my  God  !  No  more  sin  ! 

A.f.m.J.37 

Received.  November  15,  1857. 

From  what  I  tell  you,  you  will  realise  and  marvel 
at  the  excessive  mercy,  goodness,  and  love  of  God 
towards  a  creature  so  unworthy  and  ungrateful  as 
you  well  know  that  I  am.  I  do  nothing;  I  simply  let 
God  act  in  me.  While  I  am  writing  this  I  am  again 
scarcely  able  to  withstand  him. 

If  I  beg  my  beloved  Saviour  for  sufferings  and  to 
lead  me  in  a  quite  ordinary  way,  he  only  acts  more 
marvellously  in  my  soul.  Several  times  I  made  a  firm 
resolution  of  resisting  him  with  all  my  strength  and 
of  paying  no  attention -to  what  goes  on  in  my  soul. 
But  I  was  not  able  to  do  this;  I  felt  anxiety  and 
anguish  until  I  repented  of  my  resolution  and  asked 
pardon  of  my  good  Lord  and  Master  with  many  tears. 
Then  all  was  well  again.  I  am  nevertheless  ready  to 
submit  myself  entirely  to  holy  obedience  and  to  be 
governed  by  it. 

During  the  day,  in  deep  repose,  I  see  and  taste  God 
almost  all  the  time  in  the  depth  of  my  soul.  When 
duty  requires  me  to  occupy  my  mind  with  the  cares  of 
my  office,  my  will  still  rests  with  God,  my  Sovereign 
Good,  and  as  soon  as  my  thoughts  are  free  they 
follow  my  will. 

At  the  words  Our  Father,  My  God  and  my  All,  and 
others,  my  soul  is  wonderfully  moved  and  filled  with 
joy.  This  happens  sometimes  quite  suddenly  when  I 
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am  at  table  and  in  church  playing  the  organ.  Then  I 
must  watch  and  struggle  that  I  am  not  drawn  too 
deeply  into  this  state  and  that  no  one  notices  it.  At 
other  times  I  used  to  be  plunged  suddenly  into  this 
state,  but  only  when  I  was  in  prayer. 

Vocal  prayer  is  again  difficult  for  me,  but  far  harder 
is  the  ordinary  mental  prayer ;  at  times  it  becomes 
impossible,  for  already  at  the  Preludes  I  am  absorbed 
in  God,  sometimes  quite  lost  in  him.  The  whole  world 
and  even  I  myself  have  vanished;  in  blissful  rapture 
I  see  only  God  with  his  infinite  perfections.38  Words 
fail  me  to  express  what  this  seeing  is  like.  I  cannot 
describe  this  state  at  all ;  it  seems  to  me  that  it  is  the 
most  blissful  and  most  akin  to  that  of  the  blessed  in 
heaven.  When  I  again  find  myself  in  a  natural  state, 
my  soul  feels  unspeakable  pain  at  seeing  itself  still  on 
earth  in  exile  and  I  cannot  control  my  longing  to  be 
for  ever  united  with  God,  my  Sovereign  Good. 

Sometimes  when  meditating  on  the  perfections  of 
God,  I  am  sunk  in  deep  and  joyful  wonder,  without, 
however,  finding  myself  in  the  above-mentioned  state ; 
there  is,  in  fact,  a  very  great  difference  between  them. 

My  longing  to  receive  Holy  Communion  is  very, 
very  great.  When  I  am  united  to  my  beloved  Saviour 
in  Holy  Communion  my  soul  is  intoxicated  with  joy, 
and  in  this  blessed  inebriation  I  no  longer  know  what 
I  am  doing ;  I  weep  and  laugh  and  should  like  to  tell 
everyone  of  my  happiness,  for  I  am  scarcely  able  to 
bear  it. 

Sometimes  it  seems  to  me  as  if  my  heart  were  con¬ 
sumed  by  a  wonderful  fire,  and  at  other  times  my  soul 
is  plunged  in  a  deep  and  sweet  repose.  If  I  visit  my 
beloved  Saviour  hidden  in  the  most  holy  Sacrament 
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of  the  Altar,  I  can  say  nothing  but  the  words  My 
Saviour!  I  cannot  describe  what  I  then  experience. 
I  am  with  him,  my  God  and  my  all,  I  am  with  my 
heavenly  Spouse.  How  empty  and  vain  all  created 
things  then  appear  to  me  !  If  I  am  able,  I  earnestly 
entreat  my  beloved  Saviour  to  let  all  men  know  him, 
to  draw  all  into  his  holy  service  and  to  his  feet.  If 
only  they  knew  what  graces  they  could  draw  from  this 
fountain  of  grace !  A  thousand  thanks  be  to  the 
infinite  goodness  of  my  good  Lord  and  Master  for 
having  let  me  realise  this. 

As  I  had  several  things  to  tell  you,  Father,  I  had 
to  be  brief.  It  is  enough  as  long  as  you  under¬ 
stand  me. 


Received.  April  14,  1858. 

In  the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary  and  in  holy 
obedience  I  am  writing  this  to  you.  May  my  beloved 
Saviour  help  me  to  do  it  with  childlike  simplicity. 
Until  the  Thursday  after  Ash  Wednesday  my  state 
was  the  same  as  I  described  to  you  when  last  I  wrote, 
only  my  longing  for  God  became  ever  more  ardent 
and  life  in  this  land  of  exile  daily  more  painful.  Then 
my  Lord  and  Master  came  to  my  aid. 

On  the  above-mentioned  Thursday  evening,  when 
I  was  in  the  church  in  order  to  keep  the  Holy  Hour, 
I  was  praying  fervently  to  God  for  grace  to  spend 
Lent  entirely  according  to  his  good  pleasure. 
Suddenly  I  fell  into  the  state  you  know  about.  My 
beloved  Saviour  stood  before  me  with  his  adorable 
Heart  deeply  wounded.  He  held  a  chalice  in  his 
hand  and  looked  lovingly  at  me.  At  the  sight  of  my 
beloved  Saviour  I  sank  into  a  painful  wonder.  Then 
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l  cried  out :  “  Oh,  that  my  heart  might  be  wounded 
as  thine  is!”  My  Jesus  looked  at  me  with  a  gentle 
and  sad  expression  and  said:  “Many  souls  are 
grieved  on  account  of  my  Passion,  but  very  few  wish 
to  suffer  with  me.  Of  what  great  graces  they  deprive 
themselves !”  While  my  beloved  Saviour  was  saying 
this,  I  received  a  clear  understanding  of  the  value 
of  sufferings,  and  I  begged  him  earnestly  for  a  share 
in  his  Passion.  He  held  the  chalice  to  his  adorable 
Heart — I  saw  that  something  flowed  from  this  divine 
Fountain  of  Grace — and  handed  it  to  me.  I  shrank 
back  a  little,  for  it  was  filled  with  the  bitterest  suffer¬ 
ings.  But  when  I  looked  at  my  beloved  Saviour  I 
felt  my  courage  rise,  and  I  took  the  chalice  and 
emptied  it.  He  then  blessed  me  and  I  seemed  to  be 
drawn  more  and  more  into  his  divine  Heart,  until  I 
quite  lost  myself  in  it.  When  I  was  once  more  in  my 
natural  state  I  was  deeply  moved,  and  felt  a  great 
longing  for  suffering,  which  was  soon  to  be  satisfied, 
for  from  that  hour  till  Easter  Eve  my  soul  was  filled 
almost  all  the  time  with  the  bitterest  sufferings. 

May  my  good  Lord  and  Master  be  ever  praised 
and  glorified  !  But  I  must  be  ashamed,  for  I  did  not 
bear  them  with  the  generosity  and  love  that  he  might 
have  expected.  Several  times  my  soul  was  flooded 
with  great  light — but  only  for  a  moment,  and  then 
followed  a  darkness  that  was  all  the  more  intense.  It 
would  take  too  long  to  relate  the  sufferings  in  detail. 

Already  when  I  awoke  on  Easter  morning  deep 
peace  filled  my  soul,  and  since  then,  with  the  excep¬ 
tion  of  three  days,  all  the  time,  in  sweet  joy,  I  see 
and  taste  God,  my  Sovereign  Good,  in  the  depths  of 
my  soul  without  being  distracted  by  intercourse  with 
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people.  Oh,  incomprehensible  love  and  goodness  of 
my  God  !  I  had  deserved  punishment  on  account  of 
my  want  of  generosity,  and  he  favours  me  with 
familiar  intercourse  with  him  and  gives  me  once  more 
indescribable  tokens  of  his  love. 

When  on  Easter  morning  I  was  united  to  my 
divine  Spouse  in  Holy  Communion,  I  saw  him  radiant 
with  a  marvellous  glory  as  if  seated  on  a  throne  in 
my  soul.  At  the  sight  I  was  plunged,  as  it  were,  into 
an  ocean  of  joy. 

Last  Friday  and  Sunday,  after  I  had  received  Holy 
Communion,  my  soul  was  suddenly  raised  above  all 
created  things  and  utterly  enraptured  with  God  and 
quite  dissolved  in  him.  O  blessed  state  in  which  the 
soul  ceases  to  be  and  God  alone  is  in  it !  I  cannot  very 
well  describe  this  state.  The  understanding  sees  God 
and  loses  itself  in  him,  and  although  it  sees  so  clearly 
I  cannot  put  it  into  words.  The  will  is  inflamed  with 
burning  love  for  God  and  also  loses  itself  in  him. 
During  the  day,  my  soul  was  quite  intoxicated  with 
delight.  What  I  did,  I  do  not  know  myself;  but  I 
think  there  was  nothing  that  was  not  done  for  him 
who  had  placed  me  in  so  blessed  a  state.  If  only  I 
could  see  all,  all  men  wounded  by  his  holy  Love  and 
utterly  on  fire  with  it  !39  Sweet  and  blessed  inebria¬ 
tion  ! 

And  now  I  have  a  great  longing  to  suffer  for  my 
beloved  Saviour,  to  work,  and  always  and  in  every¬ 
thing  to  do  his  holy  will. 


Received  April  29,  1858. 

On  Thursday,  after  confession,  I  made  a  resolution 
to  avoid  everything  extraordinary,  to  pray  only  in  the 
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ordinary  way,  and  to  resist  my  beloved  Saviour.  This 
resolution  was  quite  opposed  to  the  desire  of  my 
heart ;  for  I  have  never  been  able  to  help  yearning 
for  continual  and  perfect  union  with  my  divine 
Spouse.  Father,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  tell  you 
how  painful  life  is  to  me  far  from  him,  my  sole  Good. 
Everything  outside  of  him  causes  me  weariness  and 
vexation  unless  it  tends  to  the  glory  of  God.  What 
the  world  values  so  highly  appears  to  me  like  the  toys 
and  amusements  of  children  who  know  no  better.  Oh, 
that  all  men  might  know  my  good  Lord  and  Master 
and  might  love  him  with  a  pure  love  !  This  would  be 
a  great  joy  for  me.  Excuse  me,  Father,  for  wander¬ 
ing  from  my  subject. 

I  remained  faithful  to  my  resolution  till  Sunday, 
though  not  without  a  struggle  and  fear.  Then  all  re¬ 
sistance  ceased.  For,  after  I  had  been  united  with  my 
beloved  Saviour  in  Holy  Communion,  unspeakable 
joy  filled  my  soul,  and  my  heart  was  inflamed  with  a 
fire  so  great  and  sweet  that  I  do  not  know  how  it  did 
not  utterly  consume  me.  Several  hours  later  I  was 
engaged  in  prayer,  which,  however,  consisted  only 
of  longing  and  desire,  when  I  was  suddenly  raised 
above  all  created  things  to  God,  my  Sovereign  Good ; 
I  lost  myself  in  him  in  a  joyous  rapture.  I  under¬ 
stood,  saw  and  felt  marvellous  things,  but  I  cannot 
describe  them  to  you;  wTords  fail  me  entirely. 

It  seems  to  me,  Father,  that  I  have  never  been  so 
closely  united  to  my  divine  Spouse ;  never  before  has 
my  soul  been  enriched  with  such  treasures,  or  received 
such  signal  tokens  of  his  love. 

After  I  had  returned  to  my  natural  state  I  felt  my¬ 
self  so  exalted  and  at  the  same  time  so  low,  so  rich 
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and  so  poor  and  miserable.  I  saw  in  a  very  clear 
light  the  gifts  which  God  has  given  me,  and  my  great 
unworthiness,  his  greatness  and  my  nothingness.  I 
should  have  liked  to  make  this  known  to  all  the  world, 
so  that  all  might  love  him,  cling  to  him,  and  despise 
me.  Since  then  my  longing  for  God  is  greater ;  I  am 
not  able  to  moderate  it. 


Received  May  20,  1858. 

When  I  was  praying,  on  the  Feast  of  the  Finding  of 
the  Holy  Cross,  I  was  suddenly  transported  into  the 
state  you  know  of.  I  saw  myself  in  an  immeasurable 
space  in  which  was  a  countless  crowd  of  people,  but  at 
some  distance  from  me.  I  was  uneasy,  for  I  saw  that 
these  unfortunate  creatures  were  stained  with  all  sorts 
of  sins  and,  therefore,  I  begged  the  good  God  not  to 
leave  me  any  longer  in  this  place.  At  the  same 
moment  I  saw  the  divine  Justice  ready  to  annihilate 
them.  I  trembled  with  fear  and  terror,  and  felt  the 
deepest  compassion  for  the  poor  creatures.  I  would 
gladly  have  drawn  them  over  to  me,  but  this  was 
impossible,  for  their  number  was  too  great  and  they 
were  too  far  away.  “  My  beloved  Saviour,”  I  cried, 
“  thou  alone  canst  save  these  unhappy  beings.  Have 
mercy  on  them  or  I  shall  die  of  grief.”  I  had  scarcely 
said  these  words  when  I  saw  my  beloved  Saviour 
close  by  me,  as  I  have  already  seen  him  several  times. 
His  sacred  Presence  shed  a  bright  light  on  the  part 
where  I  was.  My  terror  and  fear  disappeared,  and 
with  boundless  confidence  I  repeated  my  request. 
Then  I  saw  a  little  drop  of  blood  flow  from  the 
Wound  in  the  Sacred  Heart  of  my  beloved  Saviour; 
it  was  multiplied  a  thousand  times  and  then  poured 
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out  over  the  unfortunate  souls.  At  the  same  instant 
they  were  all  changed ;  the  space  became  bright,  and 
justice  had  no  longer  any  terrors.  My  joy  was  now 
as  great  as  my  grief  had  been.  From  the  Sacred 
Wounds  of  my  beloved  Saviour  there  streamed  down 
on  me  now  abundant  rays  of  marvellous  splendour, 
and  I  was  plunged  in  a  sea  of  joy.  When  I  returned 
to  a  natural  state  I  had  an  inexpressible  longing  for 
the  salvation  of  souls  and  a  boundless  trust  that  I 
could  obtain  from  the  infinite  goodness  of  my  beloved 
Saviour  the  conversion  of  many  sinners.  Since  then 
I  feel  a  tender  love  for  sinners,  and  I  should  like  to 
offer  myself  up  for  each.  Oh,  that  all  might  know 
my  good  Lord  and  Master,  might  serve  him  and  love 
him  !  A  thousand  thanks  be  to  his  infinite  goodness 
in  taking  my  unworthy  self  into  his  service  ! 

Some  days  ago  I  had  just  begun  to  make  a  spiritual 
reading  when  my  soul  was  drawn  so  exceedingly 
sweetly  and  lovingly  to  God  that  I  was  not  able  to 
continue  reading.  At  first  I  still  saw  the  words,  but 
gradually  ceased  to  do  so ;  all  created  things  dis¬ 
appeared,  my  understanding  and  my  will  were 
chained  to  God  in  ineffable  joy.  I  cannot  say  exactly 
how  long  I  remained  in  this  state,  nor  do  I  know  if 
anyone  came  into  our  room  during  the  time  it  lasted ; 
may  my  beloved  Saviour  never  permit  this  to 
happen  !  In  this  state,  it  seems  to  me,  the  soul  was 
not  so  perfectly  united  to  God  as  in  the  former  of 
which  I  wrote  last  time,  and  yet  it  was  here  filled  with 
such  a  superabundance  of  joy  that  for  the  whole  of 
that  day  I  was  intoxicated  with  love,  so  that  it  seemed 
to  me  I  could  no  longer  bear  an  ardour  so  great  and 
so  extremely  sweet.  I  should  have  wished  to  set  all 
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men  on  fire  with  it,  so  that  they  all  might  love  my 
divine  Spouse  with  a  burning  love.  My  Jesus  alone 
knows  what  I  did  and  said  that  day. 

On  Ascension  Day,  when  I  was  deeply  immersed  in 
prayer,  my  soul  was  suddenly  raised  above  all  created 
things  and  drawn  to  God;  in  joyous  rapture  it  lost  it¬ 
self  in  him.  You  know,  Father,  that  although  the  soul 
in  this  state  understands,  sees,  and  tastes  wonderful 
things  in  God,  I  am  not  able  to  express  them  in 
words ;  with  many  words  I  should  say  nothing  or 
very  little. 

When  I  again  came  to  myself  and  found  I  was  still 
in  this  place  of  exile,  I  felt  a  deep  grief ;  it  seemed 
almost  impossible  to  live  any  longer  on  this  dry, 
barren  earth,  far  away  from  my  divine  Spouse.  I  am 
not  afraid  of  displeasing  him  by  this,  since  he  it  is 
who  causes  my  longing  and  my  desire  and,  at  the 
same  time,  my  pain.  Other  kinds  of  suffering  and 
humiliation  are  sweet  to  me,  but  they  seldom  fall  to 
my  lot,  although  I  most  earnestly  beg  my  beloved 
Saviour  for  them. 

Do  not  spare  me,  Reverend  Father;  help  me  each 
day  to  die  more  to  myself  and  to  lose  myself  entirely 
in  the  adorable  will  of  God. 


Received.  July  1,  1858. 

Praise,  glory,  and  thanks  be  to  God,  my  Sovereign 
Good,  but  to  me  confusion  and  shame  ! 

How  unspeakable  are  the  mercies  and  tokens  of 
love  of  God  to  me,  so  unworthy  a  creature  !  I  never 
cease  to  offend  my  good  Lord,  and  he  overwhelms  me 
more  and  more  with  his  benefits.  I  grieve  him  daily 
by  fresh  unfaithfulness,  and  he  communicates  him- 
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self  to  me  more  lovingly  and  more  familiarly.  Oh, 
incomprehensible  goodness  and  love  of  my  God  ! 

I  cannot  be  surprised  that  you  doubted  so  long  the 
genuineness  of  what  I  told  you,  since  you  know  me 
and  my  unworthy  conduct.  What  patience  and  con¬ 
sideration  have  you  not  been  obliged  to  have  with 
me  !  If  I  considered  myself  I  should  fear  illusion ; 
and  yet  for  a  long  time  I  have  not  been  able  to  do  so. 

I  can  only  marvel  at  the  profound  condescension  and 
the  excessive  love  and  goodness  of  God,  and  prostrate 
myself  in  deep  amazement.  But  forgive  me,  Father, 
for  not  beginning  straight  away  with  what  I  have  to 
tell  you.  May  my  beloved  Saviour  help  me  to  do  this 
very  frankly  and  simply. 

On  Corpus  Christi  I  was  admiring  in  prayer  the 
deep  humility  of  my  beloved  Saviour  in  this  sublime 
mystery,  when  suddenly  I  saw  this  loving  Redeemer 
in  divine  Majesty  in  heavenly  glory  on  a  throne 
radiant  with  marvellous  light.  At  the  sight  I  sank 
into  a  joyful  wonder ;  I  had  never  yet  seen  my  divine 
Spouse  in  so  glorious  a  state.  I  cannot  say  how  long 
I  remained  plunged  in  this  joyful  wonder.  My  be¬ 
loved  Saviour  drew  me  out  of  it  by  saying,  with 
ineffable  gentleness  :  “  See  these  treasures  of  grace  ! 
Deny  me  nothing  and  I  will  adorn  you  with  them  so 
that  I  may  be  perfectly  well  pleased  with  you.”  I 
cannot  express  what  I  then  experienced,  nor  am  I 
able  to  tell  you  how  I  saw  these  treasures  of  grace, 
or  describe  their  beauty,  though  they  are  still  clearly 
before  my  mind. 

Father,  if  the  great  people  of  the  earth  who  con¬ 
sider  themselves  rich  and  powerful  could  see  but  one 
ray  of  the  heavenly  treasures  they  would  be  un- 
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deceived,  would  recognise  the  utter  nothingness  of 
their  earthly  goods,  would  strive  after  those  of 
heaven,  and  would  cling  alone  to  my  good  Lord  and 
Master.  May  he  be  known  and  loved  by  all  ! 

During  this  day  and  the  next  my  soul  was  still 
intoxicated  with  joy.  Since  then  it  has  three  times 
been  raised  to  that  sublime  state  in  which,  as  I  think, 
it  shares  the  happiness  of  the  blessed  in  heaven, 
though  only  for  a  little  while,  for  it  is  perfectly  united 
with  God,  its  Sovereign  Good,  it  sees  him  and  in 
blissful  rapture  loses  itself  in  him.  Twice  this 
happened  during  prayer  quite  suddenly,  and  once, 
during  the  spiritual  reading,  gradually  without  my 
being  able  to  prevent  it.  When  I  was  again  in  a 
natural  state  I  had  a  very  great  desire  to  do  and 
suffer  great  and  difficult  things  for  God,  but,  at 
the  same  time,  an  inexpressible  longing  to  be  for  ever 
united  to  him. 

One  day  when  I  was  somewhat  uneasy,  for  I 
thought  I  had  some  attachment  to  a  person  who  is 
dear  to  me  and  I  feared  to  displease  my  beloved 
Saviour  in  consequence,  he  showed  himself  to  me 
and  consoled  me  lovingly,  saying  that  from  hence¬ 
forward  I  should  see  him  alone  in  this  person,  and 
so  it  has  been  ever  since. 

Since  then  my  beloved  Saviour  has  often  been  with 
me,  especially  last  week,  when  for  several  days  I  was 
very  busy.  He  consoled  and  instructed  me,  and  con¬ 
versed  most  familiarly  with  me.  His  sacred  Presence 
always  fills  my  soul  with  rest  and  peace,  and  even 
if  I  had  not  wished  to  hear  his  words  I  could  not 
have  helped  doing  so.  I  see  him— how  and  in  what 
way  I  cannot  tell.  I  cannot  in  any  case  explain  more 


284  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 

clearly  this  presence  of  my  beloved  Saviour.  You 
know  what  difficulty  I  have  in  this  way.  I  remember 
that  this  grace  was  given  to  me  for  some  time,  but 
because  of  my  unfaithfulness  it  was  taken  from  me. 
How  little  I  deserve  it  now  ! 

I  beg  you  in  the  names  of  Jesus  and  Mary  to  help 
me  make  myself  more  worthy  of  so  many  and  such 
great  graces  or,  at  least,  less  unworthy.  From  now 
on  I  will  conceal  nothing  from  you  and  will  submit 
entirely  to  your  guidance. 

Received  at  the  end  of  July,  1858. 

As  I  have  already  told  you,  my  ordinary  state  is 
very  painful.  My  longing  for  God,  my  Sovereign 
Good,  becomes  daily  greater.  Nothing,  absolutely 
nothing,  outside  of  him  can  afford  me  pleasure, 
although  to  those  around  me  this  does  not  seem  to  be 
the  case.  It  is  well  that  they  do  not  know.  To  live 
longer  is  a  continual  death  for  me ;  to  die  would  be 
life. 

Sometimes  this  longing  is  so  great  that  it  seems  to 
me  as  if  my  soul  in  its  pining  for  God  will  be  released 
from  its  prison,  but  this  is  not  so  !  The  poor  exile 
must  still  pine  away  in  this  dry  and  barren  land. 
Sometimes  I  ask  myself  what  I  am  doing  here  below. 
It  seems  to  me  I  cannot  live  much  longer.  At  other 
times  I  beg  my  beloved  Saviour  for  mercy.  If  he 
hears  me  and  draws  my  soul  to  himself  with  untold 
love,  it  is  completely  satisfied;  but  these  times  are 
short  and  the  pain  is  all  the  greater  afterwards.  This 
state  is  a  wonderfully  bitter-sweet  martyrdom,  and  yet 
I  would  not  exchange  one  little  quarter  of  an  hour  of  it 
for  all  the  joys  of  the  world.  Everything  that  people  in 
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the  world  look  upon  as  suffering  would,  I  think,  be  a 
relief  for  me.  To  be  for  ever  united  with  my  divine 
Spouse  or  to  suffer  and  be  crucified  with  my  crucified 
Spouse — I  ask  for  nothing  else  than  this. 

I  do  not  know,  Father,  if  I  am  doing  right  in  tell¬ 
ing  you  this.  He  alone  can  help  me  who  has  so 
deeply  wounded  me.  I  am  not  able  to  control  my  de¬ 
sire. 

The  longing  becomes  still  more  intense  in  prayer ; 
yet,  as  I  have  already  told  you,  my  soul  is  sometimes 
raised  to  that  blessed  state  in  which  it  loses  itself  in 
unspeakable  rapture  in  its  Sovereign  Good.  When  it 
returns  to  its  natural  state  for  several  hours,  or  even 
longer,  it  is,  as  it  were,  intoxicated  with  joy. 

It  has  already  happened  three  times  that  when  I 
was  in  the  presence  of  others  I  suddenly  felt  that  I 
was  about  to  be  transported  into  the  state  of  which  I 
have  spoken.  I  was  very  anxious  and  resisted  with 
all  my  might.  My  beloved  Saviour  had  pity  on  me 
and  gave  way.  I  should  be  too  ashamed  if  such  a 
thing  happened  to  me  in  the  presence  of  anyone;  I 
should  not  dare  to  let  myself  be  seen  again.  I  shall 
pray  more  than  ever  to  lead  a  hidden  and  unknown 
life. 

During  the  Holy  Hour  my  beloved  Saviour  gives 
me  a  generous  share  of  the  sufferings  which  he  en¬ 
dured  in  the  Agony  in  the  Garden  of  Olives.  Then 
it  is  not  bitter-sweet  longing  that  fills  my  soul,  but 
deadly  abandonment,  anguish,  and  fear.  Nature  re¬ 
sists  and  shrinks  from  drinking  of  this  bitter  chalice, 
but  grace  helps  me  to  overcome  nature.  On  the  next 
morning  I  see  clearly  how  the  soul  has  in  consequence 
been  enriched  by  great  graces. 
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I  quite  realise  that  by  my  daily  infidelities  and 
faults  I  render  myself  utterly  unworthy  of  union  with 
my  heavenly  Spouse  and  deserve  to  be  for  ever 
abandoned  and  rejected  by  him.  But  my  Saviour  is 
all  love,  kindness,  and  gentleness  to  me.  Yet  the 
time  will  come  at  last  when  his  incomprehensible  love 
will  overcome  and  vanquish  my  wickedness.  In 
truth,  my  sins  grieve  me  very  much  and  I  would  not 
willingly  commit  them  at  any  price,  but  I  am  not  to 
be  excused  on  that  account.  Once  again,  I  beg  and 
implore  you,  Father,  do  not  spare  me  !  It  is  painful 
to  sin,  to  offend  God,  the  supreme  Good,  and  not  to 
be  punished  for  it.  Were  I  allowed  to  punish  myself 
as  I  wish,  I  might  easily  go  too  far. 


(Saturday .)  Received  October  6,  1858. 

On  Thursday  after  confession  I  felt  great  peace  of 
soul,  as  is  always  the  case  when  I  have  thoroughly 
repented  and  bewailed  my  sins  and  my  soul  has  been 
cleansed  in  the  precious  bath  of  my  Redeemer’s 
Blood.  Somewhat  later,  however,  I  experienced  un¬ 
easiness,  and  scarcely  tried  to  resist  it.  The  cause  of 
this  trouble,  Father,  I  will  tell  you  by  word  of  mouth. 
It  lasted  till  towards  evening  on  Friday.  When  I  then 
found  myself  alone,  my  beloved  Saviour  appeared  at 
my  side.  For  a  long  time  I  had  not  had  this  grace. 
Scarcely  had  I  become  aware  of  the  presence  of  my 
good  Lord  and  Master  than  my  anxiety  entirely  dis¬ 
appeared.  First  of  all,  my  beloved  Saviour  gave  me 
a  severe  rebuke  for  having  given  in  to  my  anxiety, 
and  I  now  recognised  my  guilt  most  clearly.  At  that 
moment  also  my  heart  was  deeply  wounded  with  con- 
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trition  and  grief.  Then  he  taught  me  how  I  ought  to 
behave  in  this  and  other  points.  After  this  he  con¬ 
soled  me  lovingly  and  conversed  most  intimately  with 
me.  Oh,  the  ineffable  kindness  and  love  of  my  good 
Lord  and  Master  !  I  had  made  myself  so  utterly  un¬ 
worthy  of  his  sweet  presence  and  familiar  intercourse  ! 

If  I  am  not  mistaken,  I  described  to  you  as  well  as 
I  could  this  presence  of  my  beloved  Saviour  and  its 
effects  on  the  soul,  and  therefore  I  might  abstain  from 
doing  so  now.  I  do  not  see  my  beloved  Saviour,  as  I 
have  often  done,  in  human  form,  and  yet  I  may  say 
that  I  see  him  in  spirit,  and  I  am  so  firmly  convinced 
that  it  is  he,  that  the  whole  world  could  not  persuade 
me  otherwise.  In  the  same  way  I  understand  his 
words  so  clearly,  though  without  hearing  them,  that 
it  would  not  be  possible  for  me  not  to  hear  them.40 
His  sacred  Presence  and  his  words  fill  my  soul  con¬ 
stantly  with  sweet  and  profound  repose,  and  they 
remain  deeply  imprinted  in  my  soul. 

I  do  not  know  if  you  will  be  able  to  understand  any¬ 
thing  of  what  I  have  written.  I  am  too  ignorant  to  tell 
of  such  things. 


Wednesday,  October  6. 

During  the  last  few  days  my  beloved  Saviour  has 
again  been  several  times  with  me.  His  sacred 
Presence,  however,  did  not  prevent  me  from  fulfill¬ 
ing  my  duties,  and  I  should  not  have  dared  to  omit 
knowingly  the  least  one  of  them.  But  when  time 
allowed  it,  I  gave  myself  up  to  my  beloved  Saviour, 
and  also  in  prayer  time,  and  then  he  was  all  love.  He 
also  told  me  sublime  things.  Time  will  not  allow  me, 
Father,  to  tell  you  all. 


288  A  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  CROSS 


October  20,  1858. 

After  my  beloved  Saviour  had  rebuked  me  for  the 
fault  you  know  of,41  he  said  :  “  I  have  led  you  by  the 
path  in  which  you  now  are,  and  I  will  lead  you  still 
further;  but  deny  me  nothing,  so  that  I  may  form 
you  according  to  my  good  pleasure.”  On  another 
occasion  my  beloved  Saviour  had  used  almost  the 
same  words;  I  think  I  told  you  of  it. 

Another  time  my  good  Saviour  and  Master  said  : 
“  Believe  that  those  whom  I  have  given  to  you  as  your 
guides  direct  you  not  according  to  their  own  will,  but 
to  mine ;  therefore  let  your  submission  be  uncondi¬ 
tional  and  perfect.”  How  often  have  I  refused  some¬ 
thing  to  my  beloved  Saviour,  and  how  imperfect  was 
my  self-abandonment,  and  yet  he  did  not  weary  of 
me,  and  gave  me  daily  fresh  tokens  of  his  love.  In¬ 
expressible  love  of  my  God  !  Mystery  of  Love  1  Could 
I,  my  Sovereign  Good,  but  love  thee  as  thou  deservest 
— no  creature  can  do  that — no,  but  as  thou  dost  wish 
me  to;  but  I,  ungrateful  as  I  am,  do  not  even  do 
this  1 

Forgive  me,  Father,  for  wandering  from  my  subject. 

Another  time  my  beloved  Saviour  told  me  that  if  I 
wished  to  remain  constantly  in  his  Sacred  Heart  I 
must  be  very  little,  and  if  I  wished  to  grow  in  it, 
I  must  cease  to  be,  etc. 

Once  he  taught  me  the  value  of  suffering,  and  after¬ 
wards  I  felt  an  exceedingly  great  desire  for  suffering, 
contempt,  and  humiliation,  whereupon  I  begged  my 
beloved  Saviour  fervently  for  them. 

Once  again  he  called  me  his  bride,  and  let  me  see 
very  clearly  my  utter  nothingness  and  his  perfections. 
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On  different  occasions  my  beloved  Saviour  communi¬ 
cated  to  me  several  things  about  his  perfections.  Since 
then  my  soul  has  been  tortured  in  a  marvellous  way ; 
I  have  an  unspeakably  great  longing  to  love  him,  my 
Sovereign  Good,  with  a  pure  and  perfect  love,  and  I 
cannot  do  so. 

(Monday.)  Received  October  25,  1858. 

On  Friday  and  Saturday,  on  account  of  my  unfaith¬ 
fulness,  I  was  deprived  of  the  presence  of  my  beloved 
Saviour.  However  painful  meanwhile  this  loss  was  to 
me,  I  had  to  admire  the  tender  love  of  my  good  Lord 
and  Master ;  for  I  realised  and  felt  my  fault  too  keenly, 
and  how  utterly  unworthy  I  had  made  myself  of  his 
sweet  Presence;  nothing  would  have  been  a  greater 
punishment  for  me  than  not  to  receive  one. 

I  beg  you,  do  not  in  any  way  spare  me.  If  I  have 
grieved  my  beloved  Saviour  it  is  a  necessity  and  a 
relief  for  me  to  do  penance. 


October  17. 

On  Sunday  morning  after  Holy  Communion  my 
divine  Spouse  showed  himself  to  me  as  he  rested  in 
my  soul.  He  called  me  his  spouse,  and  said  :  “  Now 
you  are  altogether  mine  and  I  yours.”  At  that 
moment  all  created  things  vanished,  and  in  a  blissful 
rapture  I  lost  myself  in  him,  my  Sovereign  Good.  I 
no  longer  lived;  Jesus  alone  lived  in  me.  But,  alas! 
this  blessed  death  lasted  only  a  little  time  ! 

Almost  the  whole  day  my  beloved  Saviour  was  at 
my  side.  He  held  familiar  intercourse  with  me,  and 
several  times  I  was  quite  lost  in  him. 

*9 
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If  I  could  only  make  known  to  all  the  world  the 
infinite,  but  on  that  account  unspeakable  and  incom¬ 
prehensible  lovableness  of  my  beloved  Saviour,  no 
one  could  resist  him,  all  would  hate  sin,  flee  from  the 
world,  and  love  him  alone  above  all. 

Wednesday,  October  20,  1858. 

These  days,  as  soon  as  I  was  not  obliged  to  occupy 
my  mind  with  necessary  things,  I  realised  that  my 
beloved  Saviour  was  with  me,  and,  if  time  allowed, 
I  gave  myself  up  to  blissful  intercourse  with  him  ;  my 
will  remained  with  him  all  the  time.  During  prayer 
my  soul  is  filled  with  deep  repose,  and  is  absorbed 
in  him. 

I  have  still  an  exceedingly  great  longing  to  suffer. 
Once  when  I  was  praying  very  fervently  for  suffering 
to  my  beloved  Saviour,  he  said  :  “  Your  longing  will 
be  satisfied;  but  fear  nothing,  I  am  with  you.  You 
will  remain  firm  in  faith,  in  hope,  and  in  charity.” 
I  have  had  a  special  sort  of  suffering  these  days  which 
has  greatly  increased  my  desire  for  other  sufferings. 

J.z.B.42 
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1  (page  197).  In  the  first  edition  of  her  letters,  Sister  Emilie’s 
confessor  remarks  :  “  I  allowed  her  to  render  to  me  in  writing 
an  account  of  the  state  of  her  soul  because  she  found  it 
very  difficult,  often  even  impossible,  to  do  so  by  word  of  mouth ; 
this  gave  occasion  for  many  letters.  She  never  dated  the  letters 
she  wrote  to  me  about  her  inner  life,  and  as  at  first  I  attached 
no  special  importance  to  her  communications  and  had  no  sus¬ 
picion  of  what  was  to  follow,  I  also  neglected  to  make  note  of 
the  date  until  the  course  of  her  mystic  life  made  closer  attention 
a  duty,  and  I  decided  to  note  down  the  days  when  I  received  the 
letters.  So  it  happened  that  the  first  seven  letters  were  left 
without  any  indication  of  the  time  they  were  given  to  me.  They 
belong  to  the  year  1854 — chiefly  to  the  latter  half  of  this  year— 
and  I  have  arranged  them  as  far  as  possible  in  order  according 
to  their  contents.” 

For  the  difficulty  in  understanding  the  language  of  the 
mystics  and  the  importance  of  not  interpreting  wrongly  their 
expressions,  see  Mystische  Gebetsgnaden  und  Ignatianische 
Exerzitien,  by  K.  Richstaetter,  S.J.,  chs.  iii  and  iv. 

The  difference  between  ordinary  and  mystic  prayer  based  on 
experience  is  clearly  explained  in  the  well-known  work  by 
Alphonsus  Rodriguez,  S.J.,  On  Christian  Perfection,  vol  i, 
treatise  3,  “  On  Prayer,”  chs.  iv  to  vi. 

“  Since  the  mystic  alone  is  in  the  position  to  describe  his 
religious  experiences,  the  psychologist,  if  he  wishes  to  follow  a 
scientific  method,  must  accept  what  he  says  as  true.  .  .  .  Who¬ 
ever  fishes  to  explain  their  nature  and  cause  must  place  himself 
in  the  position  of  the  mystics  and  accept  as  real  the  content  of 
their  experience  ”  (G.  Ferrandi,  in  the  Archiv  fur  Religions- 
psychologie,  I  [1914].  2S7)- 

Imagine  a  person  of  great  artistic  talent  and  well  versed  in 
psychology,  who,  after  years  spent  in  the  ordinary  ways  of 
prayer,  has  reached  the  state  of  passive  contemplation.  Such  a 
person  would  be  clearly  aware,  by  personal  experience  based  on 
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exact  psychological  introspection,  of  the  impassable  gulf  which 
separates  mystical  grace  both  from  artistic  imagination  and 
from  the  highest  kinds  of  ordinary  religious  experience.  When 
these  are  carefully  considered  it  generally  appears  that  some 
recognisable  cause,  either  internal  or  external,  has  brought  into 
the  consciousness  both  the  object  of  contemplation  and  the 
mental  power  which  is  exercised  upon  it.  There  is  present 
throughout  a  perfectly  distinct  awareness,  on  the  part  of  the 
person  in  either  of  these  states,  of  his  own  activity,  possibly 
even  of  his  own  creative  power.  Hence  the  delight  of  the  artist 
in  his  own  conceptions ;  hence  also  the  danger  of  extraordinary 
religious  experience.  The  states  are  essentially  subjective ;  they 
are  experiences  of  self  and  do  not  pass  beyond  self ;  hence 
vanity,  pride,  and  singularity  may  easily  be  found  in  them.  On 
examination  it  becomes  clear  that  their  elements  were  present 
beforehand ;  and  with  some  knowledge  of  psychology  it  is 
possible  to  see  how  these  elements  have  been  grouped  so  as  to 
have  the  appearance  of  new  forms,  and  how  they  have  been 
affected  by  logical  thought,  imagination,  and  temperament. 

In  the  case  of  a  mystical  experience,  one  thing  is  outstandingly 
clear,  and  this  is  that  another  and  a  divine  power  has  drawn 
near  to  the  soul,  that  it  is  raised  up  into  something  that  is 
absolutely  other  than  itself ;  if  it  is  conscious  of  itself  it  is  only, 
perhaps,  as  a  minute  particle  of  dust  in  an  ocean  of  sunlight. 
And  afterwards  the  soul  knows  quite  well — there  is  no  doubt 
whatever  about  this — that  it  could  have  had  absolutely  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  I  believe,  too,  that  pride  and  vanity  are  im¬ 
possible  with  genuine  mystic  graces.  When  we  are  vain  it  is 
always  about  something  that,  rightly  or  wrongly,  we  attribute 
to  ourselves.  But  this  the  soul  can  ascribe  to  itself  just  as  little 
as  it  could  claim  to  have  created  the  sun. 

In  the  case  of  artists,  it  is  indeed  maintained  that  they  cannot 
give  expression  by  their  art  to  what  they  have  felt  interiorly, 
that  they  cannot  put  it  into  words,  can  only  give  a  feeble 
representation  of  the  reality,  that  they  suffer  much  in  seeing 
how  unlike  this  artistic  representation  is  to  the  experience 
behind  it,  etc. 

This  is  all  quite  true  and  betokens  the  deep  tragedy  of  the 
artist’s  life ;  but  it  is  the  same  powerlessness  that  we  have,  for 
instance,  when  we  want  to  represent  a  flower  in  all  its  com- 
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pleteness.  We  should  be  able  to  do  it  if  we  had  greater  creative 
powers  and  if  our  instruments  were  more  delicate.  No  one 
could  dispute  this  possibility.  But  it  is  not  that  our  powers  are 
too  limited  to  produce  a  genuine  mystical  experience ;  the 
necessary  power  could  not  conceivably  belong  to  any  creature 
■whatsoever. 

2  (page  197).*  When  our  Lord  fills  the  mystically  gifted  soul 
with  so  yearning  a  desire  for  the  Supreme  Good,  the  limbs 
sometimes  become  limp  and  heavy ;  they  can  be  used  only  with 
difficulty,  and  one  has  the  feeling  of  being  all  the  time  on  the 
verge  of  fainting.  This  may  last  for  hours  on  end,  when  one  is 
obliged  to  be  occupied  with  exterior  things.  But  between-whiles, 
at  least  for  seconds  or  minutes,  the  mystic  cannot  do  otherwise 
than  yield  himself  without  resistance  to  grace,  so  that  the  hands 
fall  helpless,  the  activity  of  the  mind  ceases,  being  rapt  in 
God  or  overcome  by  the  flood  of  grace. 

3  (page  198).*  The  second  state  in  which  the  soul  finds  itself  in 
a  boundless  desert  is  very  different  from  the  first.  It  sees  itself 
removed  far  from  men  and  at  an  immeasurable  distance  from 
God,  and  yet  at  the  same  time  near  to  him,  since  the  distance 
which  is  in  this  way  made  clear  to  the  soul  is  also  a  blissful 
recognition  of  the  Supreme  Good.  It  would  like  to  remain  in 
this  state  for  ever.  The  soul  is  filled  with  desire  for  God  and  is 
at  the  same  time  satisfied  by  the  knowledge  of  the  infinite 
distance  between  itself  and  him.  But  the  distance  between  itself 
and  other  creatures  also  affords  it  sweet  consolation.  Without 
envy  it  sees  that  they  are  nearer  to  God  than  it  is,  and  it 
rejoices  in  the  fact.  This  distance  between  the  soul  and  other 
creatures  makes  it  realise,  darkly  but  lovingly,  that  it  is  free 
by  God’s  grace  from  earthly  love  and  has  been  stripped  of 
creatures.  For  the  greater  the  distance  revealed  to  it,  the 
happier  it  is.  Yet  this  happiness  is  no  jubilation,  but  a  deep, 
mysterious  pain,  which  must  be  measured  according  to  the 
degree  of  knowledge  received  by  the  soul  of  its  distance  from 
the  Supreme  Good,  for  which  it  so  ardently  longs.  Whoever  has 
not  experienced  this  pain  has  no  conception  of  how  it  penetrates 
the  soul  with  grief  in  the  deepest  repose. 

St  John  of  the  Cross  considers  this  state  as  a  direct  effect  of 
mystic  grace,  and  on  this  account  it  is  so  difficult  to  describe. 
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“  The  mystical  wisdom  has  the  property  of  hiding  the  soul 
within  itself.  For  beyond  the  usual  degree  of  this  hiding  the 
soul  is  sometimes  so  absorbed  in  this  secret  abyss  that  it 
beholds  itself  distinctly  carried  away  from  all  created  things  to  a 
wide  and  profound  solitude  where  no  human  being  can  reach  it, 
to  an  interminable  desert,  which  is  the  more  delicious,  sweet, 
and  lovely  the  more  it  is  profound,  vast,  and  lonely ;  and  the 
more  secret  is  the  soul,  the  more  it  is  raised  up  above  all 
created  things.  The  abyss  of  wisdom  so  exalts  and  elevates  the 
soul,  bringing  it  within  the  course  of  the  science  of  love,  that  it 
makes  it  not  only  understand  how  mean  are  all  created  things 
in  relation  to  the  Supreme  Wisdom  and  Divine  Sense,  but  also 
how  low,  defective,  and,  in  a  certain  sense,  improper  are  all 
the  words  and  phrases  by  which  in  this  life  we  discuss  divine 
things,  and  how  utterly  impossible  by  any  natural  means,  how¬ 
ever  profoundly  and  learnedly  we  may  speak,  to  understand  and 
see  them  as  they  are,  were  it  not  for  the  light  of  mystical 
theology.  And  as  the  soul  in  the  light  thereof,  discerning  the 
truth — namely,  that  it  cannot  reach  it,  and  still  less  explain  it 
by  the  terms  of  ordinary  speech — justly  calls  it  secret  ."—The 
Dark  Night  of  the  Soul,  Book  II,  ch.  xvii. 

St  Teresa,  in  her  Life  also  describes  in  detail  the  mystic  state 
of  loneliness.  “  Very  often  there  springs  up  a  desire  unex¬ 
pectedly — I  know  not  how:  it  comes — and  because  of  this  desire, 
which  pierces  the  soul  in  a  moment,  the  soul  begins  to  be 
wearied,  so  much  so  that  it  rises  upward  above  itself  and  above 
all  created  things.  God  then  so  strips  it  of  everything  that,  do 
what  it  may,  there  is  nothing  on  earth  that  can  be  its  com¬ 
panion.  Neither,  indeed,  would  it  wish  to  have  any;  it  would 
rather  die  in  that  loneliness.  If  people  spoke  to  it,  and  if  itself 
made  every  effort  possible  to  speak,  it  would  be  of  little  use  : 
the  spirit,  notwithstanding  all  it  may  do,  cannot  be  withdrawn 
from  that  loneliness ;  and  though  God  seems,  as  it  were,  far 
away  from  the  soul  at  that  moment,  yet  he  reveals  his 
grandeurs  sometimes  in  the  strangest  way  conceivable.  That 
way  is  indescribable ;  I  do  not  think  anyone  can  believe  or 
comprehend  it  who  has  not  previously  had  experience  of  it.  It  is 
a  communication  made,  not  to  console,  but  to  show  the  reason 
why  the  soul  must  be  weary  :  because  it  is  far  away  from  the 
Good  which  in  itself  comprehends  all  good.  In  this  communica- 
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tion  the  desire  grows,  so  also  does  the  bitterness  of  that  loneli¬ 
ness  wherein  the  soul  beholds  itself,  suffering  a  pain  so  sharp 
and  piercing  that,  in  that  very  loneliness  in  which  it  dwells,  it 
may  literally  say  of  itself  :  I  have  watched  and  am  become  like 
a  sparrow  that  sitteth  alone  on  the  house-top  (Ps.  ci,  8).  These 
words  presented  themselves  to  me  in  such  a  way  that  I  thought 
I  saw  them  fulfilled  in  myself.  It  was  a  comfort  to  know  that 
others  had  felt  this  extreme  loneliness.  The  soul  is  then — so  I 
think — not  in  itself,  but  on  the  house-top,  or  on  the  roof,  above 
itself  and  above  all  created  things ;  for  it  seems  to  me  to  have 
its  dwelling  higher  than  even  the  highest  part  of  itself.  .  .  . 
This  abandonment  and  loneliness  seem  preferable  to  any 
company  in  the  world.  If  anything  can  be  a  consolation  in  this 
state,  it  is  to  speak  to  one  who  has  passed  through  this  trial, 
seeing  that,  though  the  soul  may  complain  of  it,  no  one  seems 
disposed  to  believe  in  it.” — Autobiography  of  St  Teresa,  ch.  xx. 

4  (page  199).*  A  fresh  state  of  soul  is  here  described,  one  which 
sometimes  follows  a  profound  revelation,  but  sometimes  comes 
by  itself.  There  is  a  lively  stirring  in  the  soul ;  its  longing  is 
tempestuous  or  ardent ;  it  wants  to  despise  all  obstacles,  so 
powerfully  is  it  drawn  to  God,  who  fills  it  with  sweetness.  It  is 
as  if  intoxicated ;  it  struggles  to  overcome  itself,  whereby  the 
world,  creatures,  and  all  external  activity  become  a  torture  to  it 
because,  as  if  sick  with  love,  it  pants  for  union  with  the 
Beloved.  If  it  is  able  to  give  itself  up  to  him,  it  rests,  as  it  were, 
sleeping  on  his  Heart.  But  at  times  our  Lord  himself  torments 
the  soul  with  this  ardent  longing ;  he  takes  pleasure,  in  some 
sort,  in  its  painful  yearning,  and  yet  he  does  not  satisfy  it. 
Then  sufferings  of  all  sorts  are  an  alleviation  for  it.  Its  in¬ 
capacity  to  describe  its  state  is  painful  for  the  soul,  just  because 
its  great  agitation  and  all  that  accompanies  it  press  it  to  speak, 
but  it  cannot  explain  the  matter  as  it  really  is.  It  appears  that 
no  one  could  bear  this  state  for  long,  and  usually  our  Lord  in  his 
mercy  gives  after  it  sweet  and  healing  repose,  which  brings  to 
it  fresh  strength. 

5  (page  201).*  Here  there  is  question  of  a  very  simple  state  that 
is,  nevertheless,  very  difficult  to  describe.  It  is  a  blissful  con¬ 
trition  which  arises  from  God’s  mercy  and  repentance  for  one’s 
ow*n  sins  or,  better  still,  from  joy  at  the  recognition  of  one’s 
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own  misery.  This  misery  surrenders  itself  unconditionally  and 
gratefully  to  the  mercy  of  God,  and  has  only  one  desire — to  give 
more  to  its  Beloved  than  it  is  able  to  do. 

6  (page  203).  Note  of  the  confessor :  “  As  she  expressly  assured 
me  when  I  questioned  her  on  this  point,  she  had  never  read  any 
books  treating  of  mysticism,  and  when  she  had  read  the  first 
ten  chapters  of  the  Life  of  St  Teresa,  by  Pbre  Bouix,  that  I  had 
given  her,  she  asked  permission  to  read  no  further,  and  this  I 
granted  her.” 

7  (page  206).*  It  must  have  been  a  real  torture  at  such  times  to 
occupy  herself  with  people  and  with  temporal  matters,  for  they 
can  fill  the  soul  in  such  a  state  with  great  repugnance  and  give 
it  more  to  suffer  than  the  bystanders  dream. 

8  (page  210).  Her  confessor  rightly  remarks  :  “  This  very  fear 
which  so  often  recurs,  that  she  might  be  suffering  from  illusion, 
is  not  one  of  the  smallest  trials  by  which  God  purifies  his  chosen 
souls  and  prepares  them  for  a  higher  perfection.” 

9  (page  212).  In  order  to  test  whether  her  extraordinary  prayer 
was  genuine,  her  confessor  told  her  to  resist  when  the  soul 
wanted  to  lose  itself  in  God.  For  the  same  reason  he  had  given 
her  the  otherwise  incomprehensible  order  to  pray  vocally  after 
Holy  Communion. 

10  (page  212).  Her  confessor  once  asked  her  if  she  saw  our 
Saviour  with  her  bodily  eyes.  She  answered  in  the  negative. 

11  (Pa§e  2I3)-  Note  of  the  confessor:  “  According  to  this,  it 
appears  that  this  strong,  virile  soul  had  the  donum  lachry- 
marum — the  gift  of  tears,  as  theologians  call  it.  Especially  at 
the  Consecration  she  could  not  obtain  the  mastery  over  her 
tears.  Often  then  did  the  Sisters,  and,  when  she  "was  playing 
the  organ,  the  members  of  the  choir,  see  and  hear  her  weep  and 
sob  and  wipe  away  the  tears.” 

Here  in  a  few  words  is  clearly  portrayed  the  mystic  gift  of 
tears,  as  the  mystics  understand  it.  The  uncontrollable  floods  of 
tears  are  always  accompanied  by  profound  repose,  great  sweet¬ 
ness,  and  constant  love.  Uncaused  by  spiritual  meditation,  they 
usually  break  forth  suddenly  and  spontaneously  with  such  force 
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and  strength  that  they  cannot  be  restrained.  We  must  dis¬ 
tinguish  between  the  gift  and  the  simple  grace  of  tears,  or 
consolation,  of  which  St  Ignatius  speaks  in  the  Exercises.  In 
any  case,  here  or  elsewhere,  St  Ignatius,  in  his  remarks,  bears 
the  mystic  state  in  mind.  The  rules  for  the  ordinary  life  of  grace 
hold  good  also  for  the  extraordinary  life  of  the  mystic.  Cf.  A. 
Feder,  Geistl.  Tagebuch  des  hi.  Ignatius,  and  J.  J.  Navatel, 
S.J.,  La  devotion  sensible,  les  larmes  et  les  Exercices  de  St 
Ignace. 

12  (page  216).  Note  of  the  confessor:  “The  thought  which 
often  troubled  her  of  devoting  herself  entirely  to  the  contem¬ 
plative  life  was  only  a  trial  or  temptation,  as  was  sufficiently 
proved  by  the  further  course  of  events  and  by  what  the  Sister 
herself  says  in  the  second  part  of  the  letter  of  August,  1855.” 

13  (page  217).  Note  of  the  confessor:  “  At  her  earnest  wish, 
she  had  received  permission  to  make  the  Holy  Hour  on  Thurs¬ 
day  evenings  when  her  health  allowed  it.” 

14  (page  217).  In  the  case  of  visions  and  locutions,  Professor 
Zahn  rightly  warns  us  “to  avoid  two  extremes,  thirst  for 
marvels  and  dread  of  marvels,  fear  of  criticism  and  fear  of  fact, 
credulity  and  incredulity.”  Without  very  good  grounds  one 
could  scarcely  contradict  the  learned  author  of  the  most  out¬ 
standing  German  work  on  mysticism  when  he  says  :“  If  it  is  a 
law  of  personal  being  to  express  itself  personally,  and  if  God  is 
the  highest  personal  Being,  then  it  is  impossible  to  admit  that 
with  regard  to  his  creatures,  his  rational  creatures,  God  has  for 
ever  veiled  himself  in  silence,  for  ever  bound  his  hands,  fettered 
by  the  natural  order  he  has  himself  instituted,  closed  for  him¬ 
self  every  other  way  of  showing  his  Wisdom,  his  Love,  and  his 
Power  in  an  extraordinary  manner  to  his  creatures,  his  children. 
— Einfuhrung  in  die  christliche  Mystik. 

For  the  attitude  to  be  taken  with  regard  to  visions  and 
locutions,  cf.  Richstaetter,  Mystische  Gebetsgnaden,  ch.  iv. 

15  (page  222).  Note  of  the  confessor:  “  Several  times  she  had 
the  greatest  desire  to  be  relieved  of  her  office  as  Superior,  once 
because,  as  Superior,  she  had  not  enough  opportunity  of  prac¬ 
tising  obedience,  and,  again,  because  she  considered  herself 
incapable  of  guiding  the  Sisters  aright.” 
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16  (page  223).*  In  an  incomparably  painful  manner  God  some¬ 
times  chastises  a  soul  by  his  Presence,  and  still  more  by  his 
Mercy,  when  he  allows  it  merely  to  see  its  own  unworthiness, 
but  not  his  desire  for  its  surrender  of  itself  to  him.  Then  he  is 
severe  with  it,  so  that  it  does  not  dare  to  approach  his  Sanctity, 
although  it  is  so  close  to  the  object  of  its  desire.  If,  then,  he 
lets  it  see  that  it  has  wounded  him,  it  would  wish  to  cry  out 
with  grief.  Those  who  have  experienced  this  believe  that  a 
special  grace  of  God  is  necessary  to  enable  them  to  bear  it 
without  dying. 

17  (page  225).*  It  is  as  if  the  higher  part  of  the  soul  were  alone 
and  were  established  in  a  deep  repose.  Work  and  anxiety  cannot 
disturb  the  soul  nor  deprive  it  of  the  peace  which  is  often 
united  to  great  interior  joy.  One  can  speak,  study,  do  accounts, 
cross  the  road,  talk,  take  part  in  a  conference  which  entirely 
fetters  the  understanding,  and  yet  be  aware  that  to  a  certain 
extent  one  is  doing  at  the  same  time  two  separate  things — the 
work  in  hand  and  conversing  with  God. 

It  stands  to  reason  that  this  is  an  extraordinary  mystical  grace, 
which  must  not  be  confused  with  the  ordinary  walking  in  the 
Presence  of  God,  and  which  cannot  be  attained  by  one’s  own 
effort  or  practice. 

18  (page  226).  Father  Eberschweiler,  S.J.,  who  died  in  1921  in 
the  odour  of  sanctity  at  Exaeten,  and  who  had  possessed  the 
grace  of  mystical  contemplation  since  1878,  writes  in  his  Spiritual 
Diary  :  “  What  is  this  gift  of  contemplation,  the  dona  contem¬ 
plations  ?  An  admirable  higher  light  by  which  I  see  the  same 
things  that  are  the  subject  of  ordinary  knowledge,  a  higher 
light  which  comes  and  goes  when  and  how  it  pleases  the  Father. 
The  knowledge  it  gives  is — (1)  Clearer  and  more  perfect,  as  if  a 
master  and  an  idiot  were  standing  before  the  same  painting. 
The  same  difference  lies  between  it  and  not  only  my  former 
knowledge,  but  my  present  natural  knowledge  also.  (2)  Hence  it 
is  united  to  far  more  enjoyment,  interior  relish  ( gustus  internus), 
wonder,  admiration,  joy,  delight,  etc.  (3)  Then,  as  the  fruit  of 
this,  greater  esteem  and  love  for  spiritual  things,  great  fidelity 
in  these  same  ordinary  exercises,  resolutions,  rules,  etc.  ;  yes, 
fidelity  even  in  little  things  and  in  all  pertaining  to  the  service  of 
God,  especially  in  the  duties  of  my  office.  (4)  It  gives  humility, 
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for  (a)  it  lets  me  realise  what  entire  dependence  on  God  is,  also 
as  regards  the  gift  itself,  which  plainly  appears  as  a  direct 
present  from  him,  not  indeed  as  a  state  (habitus)  which  I  can 
make  use  of  as  I  please,  but  each  time  as  the  entrance  of  light ; 
( b )  one  finds  in  it  a  twofold  abyss,  as  infinitely  great  mercy  and 
love,  and  on  the  other  side  nothingness,  badness,  ingratitude, 
etc.  .  .  . 

“  These  are  some  of  the  thoughts  that  the  Father  has  given 
to  me.  .  .  .  Thanks  be  to  thee,  O  Father ;  now  I  can  also  give 
my  Superiors  an  account  of  it.”  So  he  ends,  quite  relieved  that 
it  was  possible  to  express  to  some  extent  in  words  the  manner 
of  contemplation. 

Although  as  Spiritual  Father  of  the  house  he  had  for  long 
years  been  experienced  in  both  the  theory  and  practice  of  the 
science  of  the  saints,  he  nevertheless,  as  a  mystic,  found  no  slight 
difficulty  in  expressing  in  words  the  experiences  of  his  inner 
life. 

19  (page  227).  On  pages  217  and  224  we  learn,  as  told  by  our 
Saviour,  the  way  in  which  many  souls  prevent  him  from 
“  communicating  himself  to  them  in  an  especial  way,  and  from 
uniting  himself  most  closely  to  them  while  still  on  earth.”  One 
such  hindrance  is  want  of  mortification  and  recollection ; 
another,  when  the  soul  takes,  or  even  tries  to  take,  pleasure  in 
what  is  not  God  or  in  what  does  not  tend  to  God,  and  also  when 
it  lets  itself  be  distracted  by  exterior  actions,  even  if  good  in 
themselves. 

It  is  very  useful  to  examine  oneself  frequently  during  the  day 
to  see  whether  not  only  all  words  and  actions,  but  especially 
whether  one’s  whole  inner  being  is  directed  solely  and  entirely 
to  God,  the  Sovereign  Good,  in  thoughts,  desires,  wishes,  joys, 
fears,  and  sorrows.  Cf.  J.  J.  Surin,  S.J.,  On  the  Love  of  God. 
This  little  book  points  out  the  safest  and  shortest  way  to 
extraordinary  graces  in  prayer,  in  so  far  as  our  Lord  has 
destined  a  soul  for  them.  See  also  Surin ’s  Spiritual  Life  based 
on  the  Imitation  of  Christ. 

Father  Eberschweiler,  S.J.,  writes  in  his  Spiritual  Diary  six 
years  before  he  received  the  gift  of  higher  prayer  :  “  O  my 
Father,  by  the  help  of  thy  grace  I  will  not  cease  to  long  for  that 
degree  of  perfection  which  includes  contemplation.  If  this  long¬ 
ing  of  mine  is  never  satisfied  here  below,  it  will  be  at  last  in 
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heaven.  And  so  this  desire  is,  in  the  end,  a  desire  for  union  with 
thee  in  heaven  ”  ( cf .  Note  ls). 

“  It  will  be  well,”  writes  St  Teresa  emphatically  at  the  end 
of  the  Interior  Castle,  “  to  say  to  what  end  our  Lord  gives  such 
great  graces  in  this  life.  ...  I  think  it  is  certain  that  these 
graces  serve  to  strengthen  our  weakness  so  that  we  may  follow 
our  Lord  through  the  endurance  of  much  suffering  ”  (cf. 
Richstaetter,  Mystische  Gebetsgnaden,  ch.  17). 

20  (page  230).*  At  the  moment  of  entering  this  state  the  soul  is 
raised  far  above  nature,  and  feels  that  this  utterly  exceeds  its 
capacity.  If  at  this  instant  it  is  seized  with  a  nameless  dread,  it 
must  not  be  surprised,  for  it  recognises  the  infinite  divine  Abyss 
which  is  about  to  engulf  it,  and  it  is  only  a  poor  creature.  It 
feels  faint  and  shudders  at  the  mystery  that  is  approaching  it. 
This  happens  sometimes,  but  not  always.  It  is  as  if  one  were  to 
enter  a  large  church  in  pitch  darkness  and  slowly  draw  near  to 
the  most  holy  Sacrament,  whose  Presence  he  could  feel,  and  in 
so  doing  become  conscious  of  his  own  unworthiness  and  of  the 
justice  and  sanctity  of  God.  As  soon  as  our  Lord  reveals  himself 
graciously  to  the  soul,  all  fear  is  forgotten  and  also  everything 
around  it ;  it  sees  him  alone.  This  state  often  comes  on 
suddenly  without  any  warning  of  its  approach. 

21  (page  234).  According  to  Richard  of  St  Victor  (d.  1173),  one 
of  the  greatest  and  most  influential  mystics  of  any  age,  the 
spirit,  in  its  ecstasy  at  the  genuine  divine  mysteries,  sees  the 
light  of  divine  Wisdom  without  image  or  likeness,  without 
the  intervention  of  created  things,  in  its  full  purity  and  simple 
truth  (Migne,  cxcvi,  147b).  It  loses  consciousness  of  both  the 
exterior  and  the  inner  world ;  individual  self-consciousness  gives 
place  to  the  contemplative  perception,  the  memory  of  ourselves 
and  of  all  our  ideas  ceases,  the  reason  with  its  discursive 
thought  is  also  submerged  in  the  presence  of  direct  contem¬ 
plation  (ibid.,  167b). 

The  soul,  raised  by  ecstasy  above  all  earthly  things,  is  in  a 
state  of  the  most  profound  peace,  since,  free  from  physical 
sufferings  and  mental  cares,  it  is  entirely  absorbed  in  gazing  on 
what  is  divine  (174b,  1 1 1 3f).  When  the  ordinary  state  returns, 
it  is  shut  off  from  this  state  of  ecstasy  by  the  thick  veil  of 
forgetfulness  (147b).  The  reason  of  this  is  that  the  soul  must 
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once  more  make  use  of  its  natural  powers,  imagination, 
memory,  and  reason,  which  before  were  placed  out  of  action,  as 
the  soul  was  raised  above  these  powers  (165c).  When  the  ecstasy 
is  over,  one  can  no  longer  call  to  mind  what  has  been  clearly 
and  truly  seen,  as  it  really  was  seen.  Something,  indeed,  of  it 
may  remain,  but  the  soul  understands  only  a  little  of  it,  of  its 
nature,  and  of  how  it  was  seen. 

It  is  seen  as  if  through  a  veil  or  a  mist;  one  remembers  and 
yet  does  not  remember,  sees  and  yet  does  not  see  distinctly, 
observes  but  does  not  penetrate  it  (167c).  Cf.  Joseph  Ebner, 
Erkenntnistheorie  Richards  von  St  Viktor,  i02f  (Munster,  1917). 

According  to  St  Thomas  Aquinas,  one  is  “in  contemplation 
raised  in  a  manner  above  human  nature  ( supra  naturam 
hominis ),  such  as  is  proper  to  the  angelic  nature  ( naturalis  est 
angelo)  ”  (in  II,  dist.  23,  q.  2,  a.  1). 

St  Bernard  also  recognises  an  essential  difference — -one  of 
nature,  not  merely  of  degree— between  infused  contemplation  and 
meditation.  In  his  fifty-second  sermon  on  the  Canticles  he  says  : 
“  An  elevation  after  the  manner  in  which  the  angels  hold 
intercourse  is  alone  or  principally  called  contemplation.”  This 
is  the  ordinary  way  in  which  the  great  scholastics  and  mystics 
of  the  Middle  Ages  understood  it.  The  Carmelite,  Dominican, 
and  Jesuit  mystics  of  the  sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries 
followed  them  in  this.  See,  for  instance,  Suarez,  S.J.  ( De 
Relig.,  II,  1,  2C,  14). 

The  medieval  mystics  already  speak  of  the  gift  of  contempla¬ 
tion  as  a  “  formless  and  imageless  ”  perception  ( sine  imaginibus 
et  formis),  a  frequently  recurring  expression.  It  is  to  be  found 
also  in  St  John  of  the  Cross  (e.g.,  The  Living  Flame  of  Love, 
Stanza  III,  1,  3),  and  in  our  own  times  in  the  Spiritual  Journal 
of  Lucie  Christine.  It  seems,  therefore,  that  the  mystics  feel 
that  this  expression  particularly  well  describes  their  mystic 
contemplation. 

Denis  the  Carthusian,  the  Doctor  Ecstaticus,  no  less  great  as 
a  scholastic  than  as  a  mystic,  draws  a  sharp  distinction  between 
acquired  contemplation,  which  is  not  unfamiliar  to  those  who 
practise  interior,  meditative  prayer,  and  mystic,  infused  con¬ 
templation.  He  remarks  in  his  book  on  Contemplation  :  “  The 
contemplation  of  which  we  are  here  treating  (III,  2)  is  so 
supernatural  that  it  is  utterly  unknown  to  the  wise  men  of  this 
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world ;  it  is  not  even  known  to  the  faithful  by  experience  or 
inner  feeling,  but  only  to  heroic,  perfect  souls  on  fire  with  the 
love  of  God  and  particularly  zealous  and  pure,  unless  the 
almighty  Power  of  God,  by  a  special  grace,  in  most  loving 
consideration  grants  and  infuses  it  through  interior  perception 
to  the  advanced  and  even  to  beginners.  For  although  the 
Apostle  Paul  had  not  long  been  purified,  God  revealed  himself 
to  him  in  a  higher  manner  than  by  the  contemplation  possible 
in  ordinary  life  ”  (Opera  omnia,  XLI,  256).  Cf.  Richstaetter, 
Mystische  Gebetsgnaden,  V,  9-12. 

22  (page  240).*  It  is  almost  impossible  to  say  what  a  torture  it 
can  be  for  a  soul  to  see  and  know  that  our  Saviour  is  near  it, 
although  he  gives  no  token  of  himself  and  apparently  pays  no 
attention  to  it ;  in  unspeakable  anguish  of  mind  it  fears  it  has 
been  deceived  by  the  Evil  One  and  is  an  object  of  aversion  to 
God. 

23  (page  241).  Note  of  the  confessor :  “  She  did  not  receive  the 
permission  to  pass  over  in  silence  what  she  had  seen.  Therefore 
she  discloses  all  freely  in  her  next  letter.” 

24  (page  243).  When  the  soul  thinks  that  it  has  shared  in  the 
happiness  of  the  blessed  in  heaven,  it,  of  course,  does  not  imply 
the  direct  face-to-face  vision  of  God. 

All  the  same,  St  John  of  the  Cross  says  :  “  I  am  inclined  to 
believe  that  at  the  time  of  this  repose,  when  the  soul  enjoys 
such  a  blissful  vision,  God,  as  it  were,  raises  a  little  the  veil 
that  separates  the  soul  from  him  in  order  to  make  it  easier  for 
it  to  see  him  as  he  is.  The  adorable  Face  allows  its  rays  to 
burst  through  and  lets  it  see  a  little ;  I  say  a  little,  for  the  whole 
veil  is  not  rent  ”  ( Living  Flame  of  Love,  St.  IV,  1,  1). 

25  (page  248).  Note  of  the  confessor :  “  The  command  which  so 
much  distressed  and  disquieted  her  was  the  injunction  to  note  it 
down  as  soon  as  anything  extraordinary  happened.  On  account 
of  this,  the  notes  from  March  8,  1857,  are  in  the  form  of  a 
diary.  She  gave  up  what  she  had  written  each  time  before 
confession,  and  then  received  it  back  again  in  order  to  con¬ 
tinue  it.” 
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26  (page  249)-*  In  her  very  great  mystic  suffering  the  soul  feels, 
as  it  were,  stretched  out  on  the  Cross.  It  can  scarcely  be 
described  in  words.  The  suffering  is  so  tender  and  so  deep  that 
often  it  brings  tears,  but  one  would  not  be  deprived  of  it  for 
anything  in  the  world.  This  suffering  is  always  combined  NVith 
a  burning  thirst  for  fresh  and  greater  suffering  and  with  great 
love  for  Jesus.  When  Jesus  thus  fastens  a  soul  to  the  Cross, 
then  even  a  harsh  nature  becomes  as  gentle  as  a  lamb  with 
others.  Contrary  to  its  usual  custom,  it  cannot  be  impatient  or 
abrupt.  “  O  blessed  pain,”  one  might  then  exclaim,  “  would 
that  it  might  last  for  ever!”  For  deep  down  in  the  depths  of 
the  soul  there  is  felt  a  peace  and  a  joy  above  the  pain  that  one 
would  not  give  up  in  exchange  for  a  kingdom.  And  yet  the  soul 
is  perfectly  sensible  of  the  horrible  pain  of  feeling  itself  aban¬ 
doned  by  God,  and  at  the  same  time  completely  dependent  on 
him. 

27  (pages  250  and  254).  A.f.m.b.S.  =  All  for  my  beloved  Saviour. 

28  (page  252).  Similar  expressions,  as  “  ceasing  to  exist,”  are 
used  by  the  mystics.  They  do  not  mean  that  our  created  nature 
ceases  to  exist  and  is  changed  into  the  Uncreated,  a  pantheistic 
error  decisively  rejected  already  by  Blessed  John  Ruysbroeck 
( cf .  Denis  the  Carthusian,  De  Contemplatione,  III,  25).  The 
words  should  rather  be  understood  in  this  sense  :  “  The  created 
being  does  not  cease  to  exist  in  itself,  but  solely  in  the  sensi¬ 
bilities  and  love  of  the  soul,  which  by  contemplation  is  so  raised 
up  to  God  that  it  feels  itself  no  longer,  but  only  God,  as  though 
it  were  transformed  into  him.”  Thus  it  is  explained  by 
Leonard  Lessius,  one  of  the  greatest  theologians  of  the  Society 
of  Jesus,  who,  as  himself  a  mystic,  could  speak  from  experience 
(De  Summo  Bono,  II,  chs.  i  and  vii). 

29  (page  254).  Note  of  the  confessor :  “  The  sufferings  she  so 
longed  for,  and  which  could  not  be  satisfied,  were  penitential 
practices  which  were  allowed  her  only  in  a  limited  measure.” 

30  (page  259).  St  Teresa,  in  her  Life,  writes  (ch.  xxx)  :  “  I 
could  not  understand  howl  this  pain  and  joy  could  subsist 
together.  I  knew  it  was  possible  enough  for  bodily  pain  and 
spiritual  joy  to  dwell  together,  but  the  co-existence  of  a  spiritual 
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pain  so  excessive  as  this,  and  of  a  joy  so  deep,  troubled  my 
understanding.  ” 

A  Jesuit  mystic,  the  Rev.  Philipp  Jeningen,  expresses  himself 
in  a  similar  way.  “  Inexplicable  sadness  and  yet  unspeakable 
consolation  !  O  mysterium  paradoxon  in  which  sorrow  and  joy 
unite!” — A.  Hoss,  Philipp  Jeningen ,  ein  Volksmissionar  und 
Mystiketr  des  lyten  J ahrhunderts ,  144. 

*  The  bitter-sWeet  state  sometimes  follows  contemplation.  It 
appears  that  the  soul  in  prayer  forgets  the  world,  and  in  deep 
repose  tastes  of  a  blissful  intercourse  with  God  in  a  manner 
that  is  no  longer  disturbed  by  the  bustle  of  time  and  the  suc¬ 
cession  of  events,  circumstances,  actions,  etc.  In  a  calm  enjoy¬ 
ment  it  lingers  before  the  eternal  Now,  draws  refreshment  from 
God’s  Immutability  or  his  Unity,  and  finds  itself  in  this  state 
unspeakably  happy.  Then  it  returns  again  to  the  rough  reality 
of  things.  There  remains  in  it  an  inexpressible  longing  for  the 
Sovereign  Good  that  it  has  tasted.  The  remembrance  of  that  joy 
makes  this  longing  sweet ;  the  soul  loves  it  and  is  gladly  con¬ 
sumed  by  it.  But  at  the  same  time  this  longing  is  a  torture, 
because  it  causes  the  pain  of  banishment  to  be  more  keenly  felt. 
The  bitter-sweet  state  is  generally  preceded  by  a  vision,  whether 
in  it  the  soul  has  directly  contemplated  some  reality  which  had 
previously  been  approachable  only  by  means  of  a  figure,  or  has 
had  something  else  shown  it  by  God’s  bounty. 

After  recognition,  or  rather  intuition,  of  the  eternal  Unity, 
Repose,  or  Immutability  of  God,  the  consciousness  that  it  has 
still  to  live  in  fleeting  time  with  all  its  changes  is  very  painful 
for  the  soul,  if  only  on  account  of  the  unrest  which  is  insepar¬ 
ably  united  to  the  conception  of  time.  It  is  not  hard  to  under¬ 
stand  this  from  the  conception  of  time,  though  they  alone  have 
a  full  understanding  of  it  who  have  experienced  what  immuta¬ 
bility  means.  Then  only  is  a  true  understanding  gained  of 
repose.  What  we  on  earth  call  repose  appears  not  worthy  of  the 
name. 

31  (page  259).*  Can  We  wonder  that  the  soul  feels  some  relief 
in  speaking  of  the  longing  for  its  Beloved  that  consumes  it?  If  it 
finds  one  who  understands,  that  alone  must  give  it  a  certain 
amount  of  consolation.  For,  consciously  or  unconsciously,  it  is 
comforted  by  the  fact  that  he  whom  it  loves  is  also  loved  by  the 
person  to  whom  it  is  speaking.  Besides,  consuming  love  cannot 
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be  idle,  and  its  self-expression,  complaints,  etc.,  are,  in  fact, 
nothing  more  than  a  distant  embrace  of  the  Object  of  its  love, 
whose  presence  it  no  longer  feels.  It  clothes  in  words  a  little 
spark  of  the  fiery  emotions  which  fill  it,  and  brings  it  as  an 
offering  to  him. 

32  (page  265).  We  come  across  similar  visions  not  infrequently 
in  the  history  of  the  devotion  to  the  Sacred  Heart  in  Germany 
in  olden  times.  St  Peter  Canisius  describes  in  his  Testament,  in 
which,  in  extreme  old  age,  he  looks  back  on  the  graces  of  his 
life,  the  vision  he  had  of  the  Sacred  Heart  in  1549  at  the  altar 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  St  Peter’s  when  he  was  on  the 
point  of  setting  off  for  Germany  to  begin  the  work  that  made 
him  famous  as  the  Apostle  of  that  country. 

“  There,  Lord,  in  thy  most  sacred  Breast,  didst  thou  lay  open 
thy  Heart  that  I  saw  quite  close  to  me.  Thou  didst  bid  me  drink 
from  thy  Fountain.  I  was  to  draw  water  of  salvation  from  thy 
Wells.  Then  I  felt  a  burning  desire  that  streams  of  faith,  hope, 
and  love  might  flow  thence  over  me.  I  thirsted  for  poverty, 
chastity,  and  obedience.  I  ventured  to  draw  near  to  thy  Sacred 
Heart  and  quench  my  thirst  thereat.  Then  thou  didst  promise 
me  a  robe  that  should  clothe  my  naked  soul.  It  was  made  of 
three  pieces— peace,  love,  and  constancy.” 

In  a  similar  manner  Father  Jeningen  was  allowed  to  drink  of 
the  waters  of  love  from  the  Heart  of  our  Saviour,  for  our 
Saviour  said  to  him  :  “  From  my  Wounds  drink  of  my  Consola¬ 
tion  which  I  shall  never  withdraw  from  thee  ”  (Hoss,  Philipp 
Jeningen). 

In  the  fourteenth  century  there  were,  among  others,  saintly 
Dominican  nuns  gifted  with  mystic  graces,  as,  for  instance, 
the  Ven.  Margaret  Ebner,  who  recount  how  they  were  permitted 
to  quench  their  thirst  at  the  fountain  of  the  divine  Heart.  This 
grace  seems  also  to  have  been  not  unknown  to  the  Blessed 
Hermann  Joseph,  who,  about  the  year  1200,  in  the  first  Pre- 
monstratensian  abbey  in  Germany,  composed  the  first  hymn  to 
the  Sacred  Heart.  Cf.  Richstaetter,  Medieval  Devotions  to  the 
Sacred  Heart. 

Diego  di  Saura,  the  Spanish  Jesuit  missionary,  often  saw 
himself  hidden  in  the  Heart  of  Jesus,  whereby  his  own  heart 
was  inflamed  with  fresh  love.  After  a  holy  life,  he  died  a 
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martyr  at  Manila  at  the  age  of  thirty-three,  being  poisoned  by 
the  heathen  natives. 

33  (page  266).  Note  of  the  confessor :  “  She  did  not  receive 
permission  to  pass  over  what  concerned  herself  alone.  On 
January  27  she  told  what  she  had  here  omitted.” 

34  (page  266).  Note  of  the  confessor :  “  When  asked  whether 
she  had  communicated  spiritually  or  in  reality,  she  replied  that 
she  had  felt  the  Sacred  Host  upon  her  tongue.” 

35  (page  267).  In  the  “  state  you  know  of  ”  the  soul  and  its 
powers  are  taken  captive  by  God.  It  is  not  always  necessary 
that  ecstasy  should  accompany  this  state,  in  so  far  as  by  this 
word  we  understand  the  entire  cessation  of  all  action  on  the 
part  of  the  senses.  God  then  possesses  the  soul ;  it  suffers  him, 
it  is  in  his  power,  ruled  over  entirely  by  him.  It  no  longer  lives, 
but  God  lives  in  it,  and,  therefore,  each  time  one  or  other  of  the 
states  described  in  the  first  letter  may  result.  When  later  God 
gives  back  to  the  soul  its  freedom,  that  is  when  he  withdraws 
himself,  so  that  its  natural  powers  and  capacities  can  reassert 
themselves;  then  it  “  returns  to  its  natural  state.” 

36  (page  272).*  Directly  and  simply,  but  none  the  less  clearly,  is 
the  essential  difference  between  lofty  meditation  and  the  gift  of 
contemplation  described.  In  its  highest  degree  the  soul  is 
“  raised  quite  suddenly  above  all  earthly  things  to  God,  and 
loses  itself  in  joyous  rapture  in  its  Sovereign  Good  and  in  his 
infinite  perfections.”  With  this  is  contrasted  the  lower  degree 
of  contemplation,  that  of  the  sweet,  quiet  gaze  that,  “  seized 
with  admiration  and  wonder,  can  say  nothing,  but  remains  in 
this  happy  state  until  it  is  again  drawn  out  of  it.” 

Lofty  meditation  is,  however,  distinguished  from  both  these 
states  on  account  of  the  soul’s  own  co-operation,  “  when  the 
soul,  by  the  understanding,  clearly  recognises  the  presence  of 
God,  the  will  gives  itself  up  to  him,  and  the  soul  is  plunged  in 
him  ” — i.e.,  through  its  own  exertions  it  seeks  for  God  and 
finds  him. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  more  accurately  the  first- 
named  and  most  sublime  degree,  because  we  have  no  means  of 
adequately  expressing  it.  The  reason  for  this  had  already  been 
given  in  olden  times  by  Richard  of  St  Victor,  St  Thomas,  and 
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St  Bernard,  the  pioneers  of  scholasticism  and  mysticism.  It  is 
just  “  a  formless  and  imageless  perception  ”  after  the  manner 
of  the  angels.  Cf.  Richstaetter,  Mystische  Gebetsgnaden ,  Kap. 
5  and  12. 

*  The  differences  between  the  degrees  of  contemplation  are 
strikingly  and  acutely  given.  In  the  highest  degree  the  soul 
”  loses  itself  in  joyous  rapture  ”  with  a  purely  spiritual  percep¬ 
tion.  In  the  lower  it  enjoys  a  blissful  gaze,  but  may  be  moved 
with  admiration  and  wonder,  which  points  to  a  certain  amount 
of  movement  and  activity  on  its  part. 

37  (page  273).  A.f.m.J.  =  All  for  my  Jesus. 

38  (page  274)-  In  bis  Spiritual  Journal  St  Ignatius  often  tells 
how,  already  at  the  beginning  of  prayer,  he  was  raised  above 
the  powers  of  the  soul  and  gazed  upon  the  Being  of  God  or  the 
most  holy  Trinity  or  upon  one  or  other  of  the  divine  Persons. 
For  instance,  on  February  27,  1544,  we  read  :  “  When  I  began 
to  pray  there  came  to  me  a  realisation,  or  rather  a  vision,  of  the 
most  holy  Trinity  and  a  vision  of  Jesus  that  surpassed  all 
natural  powers  ”  ( Spiritual  Journal,  69). 

This  perception  and  experimental  consciousness  of  God  is  felt 
by  the  mystics  as  a  foretaste  of  eternal  bliss.  But  though  it 
cannot  be  a  direct  vision  of  God  such  as  the  saints  have  in 
heaven,  yet  this  joy-giving  mystical  perception  stands  far  above 
any  natural  knowledge  that  we  might  otherwise  have. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  all  our  knowledge  in  this  life  is 
of  only  a  very  mediate  kind.  Our  sense-knowledge  is  obtained 
by  means  of  a  variety  of  very  complex  processes,  physical, 
physiological  and  psychological,  of  which,  as  the  means  of 
acquiring  our  sense-knowledge,  we  are  normally  unaware.  For 
instance,  we  seem  to  perceive  the  sun  as  immediately  presented 
to  our  senses ;  and  yet  we  know  that  we  perceive  it  only  by  means 
of  the  light  rays  and  ether  waves  proceeding  from  it,  which 
impinge  upon  the  eye  and  act  chemically  on  the  retina  as  on  a 
photographic  plate.  The  visual  sensation  itself  is,  again,  the 
result  of  a  very  complex  physiological  process ;  but  our  percep¬ 
tion  of  the  sun  seems  to  be  immediate  because  we  are  not 
conscious  of  the  means  to  which  it  is  due. 

Our  spiritual  knowledge,  in  like  manner,  cannot  be  con¬ 
sidered  immediate  because,  without  special  divine  intervention, 
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it  must  always  be  associated  with  some  mental  picture — though 
it  may  be  a  very  faint  one — and  with  some  process  of  reasoning. 

But  in  the  mystical  knowledge  of  God,  this  sense-knowledge, 
which  is  in  many  respects  imperfect,  is  replaced,  through  the 
special  influence  of  mystical  grace,  by  spiritual  impressions  of  a 
far  higher  and  simpler  nature;  and  our  imperfect  reasoning 
processes  have  no  place  in  it.  Thus  the  knowledge  of  God,  in 
which  mystical  experience  consists,  is  in  the  consciousness  in  a 
far  more  immediate  way  than  knowledge  of  any  other  kind.  On 
this  account,  as  St  Peter  of  Alcantara  could  assure  St  Teresa 
from  his  own  experience,  it  is  more  true  than  any  other  know¬ 
ledge,  the  truths  of  faith  excepted  ( Autobiography  of  St  Teresa, 
ch.  xxx). 

Thus  we  can  understand  how  the  mystic  can  describe  what  he 
sees  as  a  direct  vision  of  God  in  comparison  with  purely  natural 
perceptions ;  especially  when  we  consider  that  the  medium 
through  which  he  perceives  God  strikes  the  consciousness  far 
less  than  the  far  more  complex  media  in  the  case  of  purely 
natural  perceptions. 

Numerous  examples  of  the  vision  of  God,  of  the  most  holy 
Trinity,  and  of  the  separate  divine  Persons  have  been  drawn 
from  the  Spiritual  Journal  of  St  Ignatius  by  Richstaetter  in  his 
Mystische  Gebetsgnaden  (117  ff.). 

The  imaginary  representations  that  may  accompany  intel¬ 
lectual  visions  serve,  according  to  St  Bernard,  to  make  the 
excessive  light  bearable.  They  also  remind  the  mystic  of  what 
he  has  seen  in  his  spirit  (St.  Bernard,  Sermo  41  In  Cant.  3). 

39  (page  277).*  A  feeble  comparison  may  render  more  compre¬ 
hensible  what  cannot  be  explained.  An  atom  of  dust  falls  into  a 
vast,  boundless  ocean  of  light,  beauty,  and  joy,  and  is  lost  in  it. 
Happy  and  free  of  care,  it  lets  itself  be  borne  and  rocked  on 
the  rapture-giving  waves ;  it  dissolves  and  blends  itself  with 
them.  The  tiny  atom  is  so  small  it  can  comprehend  or  absorb 
practically  nothing  of  the  mighty  ocean,  yet  in  its  joy  it  imagines 
it  is  tasting  of  all  the  wealth  of  this  boundless  good  and  of  all 
its  beauty.  In  that  infinite  sea  it  has  seen  the  highest  and  most 
beautiful  Good,  seen  that  every  other  good  is  contained  in  it, 
that  all  other  good  springs  from  this  one  Supreme  Good, 
because  it  has  its  source  in  it.  The  atom  knows  this,  not 
because  it  has  been  told  so  and  believes  what  it  has  been  told ; 
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no,  it  has  seen  it,  experienced  it,  and  become  conscious  of  it. 
How  vast  is  its  knowledge,  and  yet  it  is  still  a  poor  little  speck 
of  dust!  Men  might  scoff  at  it  and  say:  “  Poor,  tiny  speck! 
What  can  your  minuteness  grasp  of  the  immeasurable?  Nothing 
at  all  when  compared  with  the  expanse  and  beauty  of  the 
everlasting  ocean.”  But  who  can  doubt  that,  little  as  it  is,  it 
is  overwhelming,  and  that  the  speck  in  its  intimate  union 
with  the  waves  is  overpowered  and  ceases  to  subsist?  But 
there  comes  a  gentle  breeze  and  wafts  it  back  again  to  land.  At 
first  it  is  still  quite  soaked  with  the  waters  of  grace.  Gradually, 
however,  sun  and  earth  suck  up  all  the  moisture ;  the  speck  of 
dust  is  poor  once  more  and  pines  away  with  a  loving  thirst  for 
the  ocean  of  delight  it  has  learned  to  know.  It  is  most  anxious 
that  all  the  rest  of  the  dust  of  the  earth  should  have  the  same 
experience ;  but  when  it  wants  to  speak  of  it,  so  great  are  its 
limitations  that  it  cannot  clothe  in  thoughts  the  knowledge  it 
has. 

Similar  occurrences  are  described  with  unusually  acute 
psychological  introspection  in  the  Spiritual  Journal  of  an 
Ursuline  nun  who  died  in  1920.  Having  had  but  little  education, 
she  was  employed  merely  in  household  duties  or  in  supervision 
of  the  children.  She  had  not  read  any  books  on  mysticism,  as  is 
clear  by  the  original  but  not  inept  terminology  she  employs. 
Her  notes  were  written  in  obedience  to  her  confessor,  who 
alone  knew  of  the  graces  she  received  in  prayer.  She  writes,  for 
example  :  “  April,  1908.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  my  soul  wished 
to  separate  itself  from  my  body  by  the  force  of  love.  The  life 
seemed  to  leave  my  limbs,  and  I  saw  my  soul  placed  in  a  great 
light  which  I  find  no  words  to  describe.  I  was  given  a  deep 
understanding  of  the  infinite  majesty  of  God,  which  made  me 
sink  into  my  own  nothingness.  With  all  the  other  graces  that 
God  has  so  far  given  me,  it  was  in  my  own  power  to  retain 
the  mastery  over  my  senses,  though  often  with  great  difficulty. 
This  time  every  effort  was  in  vain.  Mind  and  soul  seemed  to  be 
separate.  I  saw  the  latter,  utterly  sublime,  surrounded  by  and 
filled  with  God;  the  mind,  as  it  were,  dependent  on  the  soul, 
sharing  in  the  workings  of  grace  in  it  according  to  the  measure 
which  God  gives  it.  I  do  not  know  how  long  this  state  lasted ; 
in  any  case,  it  was  not  very  long.  It  was  a  foretaste  of  ever¬ 
lasting  bliss.  The  unspeakably  spiritual  and  pure  nature  of 
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these  feelings  increases  the  desire  and  longing  to  see  the  soul 
freed  from  the  body  and  united  to  God,  its  Sovereign  Good. 
The  thought  of  death  is  accompanied  by  so  much  joy  that  I 
often  need  special  courage  to  be  separated  from  the  contempla¬ 
tion  of  my  God.” 

“  April  18,  1908.  In  the  same  way  in  which  I  feel  the 
presence  of  my  divine  Saviour,  I  see  my  soul  when  I  enter  into 
my  interior  separated  from  imagination,  understanding,  and 
will.  The  soul  unites  itself  to  the  divine  Saviour  with  such  fiery 
love,  and  draws  from  contact  with  him  such  light,  joy,  and 
strength,  that  it  finds  no  crosses,  humiliations,  or  sufferings ;  all 
that  formerly  caused  trouble  to  nature  now  becomes  a  source  of 
undreamed-of  peace.  When,  then,  the  soul  sees  itself  to  be  so 
near  to  God,  it  seems,  as  it  were,  without  a  body ;  at  least,  it 
is  deprived  of  all  feeling  of  it.  It  sees  itself  placed  in  unspeak¬ 
able  light;  the  greatness  and  sublimity  of  the  majesty  of  God 
seem  to  annihilate  it,  yet  the  love  of  God  with  which  it  is  quite 
filled  keep  it  alive.  In  a  wonderful  way  it  realises  the  most  holy 
Trinity  turn  towards  the  soul  with  unspeakable  love  and,  in 
consequence  of  a  special  light,  that  these  three  Persons  are  only 
one  God.  It  is  aware  that  they  take  possession  of  the  soul  and 
bestow  on  it  immeasurable  graces.  Its  own  powers  return  to  the 
soul,  which  now  realises  that  it  is  raised  above  the  senses,  and 
it  becomes  confused  at  seeing  them  without  feeling.  The  soul 
wishes  to  vivify  the  body  so  that  it  may  not  succumb  to  the 
effect  of  the  excessive  force  of  light  and  love.  The  limbs  are,  as 
it  were,  crushed,  but  gradually  life  returns  to  them.  This  is  a 
vision  of  so  spiritual  a  nature  that  the  experience  of  it  cannot  be 
expressed  in  wbrds  ( cf .  Note  2l).  Oh,  the  infinite  distance  of 
God  from  his  creature,  and  what  admirable  union  !  The  most 
holy  Trinity  takes  possession  of  the  soul,  gives  it  life  from  its 
own  Life,  and  the  soul  lives  in  it,  with  it,  and  through  it!” 

Further  extracts  from  the  Journal  of  this  Ursuline  are  given 
in  the  Mystische  Gebetsgnaden  (Richstaetter). 

40  (page  287).  Mystics  distinguish  between  three  sorts  of 
visions.  Exterior  visions  are  visions  perceived  by  the  bodily 
senses,  especially  by  the  eyes ;  Imaginative  or  Imaginary  visions 
are  perceived  by  the  imaginative  sense ;  lastly,  there  are  Intel¬ 
lectual  or  purely  spiritual  visions,  where  the  vision  is  not  per¬ 
ceived  in  any  human  way,  but  after  the  manner  of  the  angels 
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or  pure  spirits.  Here  it  seems  to  be  a  question  of  the  last  and 
most  sublime  type  of  vision. 

We  may  distinguish  in  a  similar  manner  three  sorts  of 
locutions  according  as  they  are  heard  by  the  bodily  ear  or  by 
the  imagination,  or  are  conveyed  as  a  purely  intellectual  thought 
without  being  clothed  in  words.  Visions  and  locutions  are  acci¬ 
dental,  not  essential,  phenomena  in  the  life  of  mystic  prayer, 
and,  except  in  cases  of  purely  intellectual  “  formless  and  image¬ 
less  ”  visions,  they  are  easily  subject  to  illusion.  For  numerous 
examples  of  these  three  types,  see  Richstaetter  ( Medieval  Devo¬ 
tions  to  the  Sacred  Heart). 

41  (page  288).  Note  of  the  confessor:  “  She  had  too  earnestly 
desired  to  be  led  by  God  in  the  ordinary  way.” 

As  regards  the  desire  for  mystic  graces,  see  Richstaetter 
( Mystische  Gehetsgnaden,  Kap.  17) ;  for  the  reading  of  works 
on  mysticism,  Kap.  16. 

42  (page  290).  Note  of  the  confessor:  “  ‘  J.z.B.’  probably 
means  Jesus  zum  Brautigam  (‘  Jesus  as  my  Spouse  ’).  These  are 
the  last  words  of  the  mystical  letters.” 
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